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PREFACE 


THESE  verses,   which    have    appeared    in    various    periodicals 
are  collected  and  put  before  the  public  with  much  diffidence. 

They  were  mostly  written  during  the  stress  and  anxieties  of 
bringing  up  a  large  family,  and  amidst  the  many  cares  and 
hospitalities  of  a  Colonial  Manse. 

They  may  appeal  to  the  hearts  of  some,  especially  of  those 
who  are  going  down  the  hill  of  life  ;  therefore  are  they  sent 
on  their  mission  of  love  and  consolation. 


E.  H.  SCOTT. 


LETHANGIE, 

HOBART. 
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MISCELLANEOUS 


MISCELLANEOUS 


Hustralia 


OH  !  ye  young  lands,  ye  fair  young  lands, 

Lands  of  the  Southern  Seas. 
Arise,  in  all  your  strength  and  might, 

Arise,  and  glory  seize  ! 
Rise  to  the  honour  of  your  lot 

On  the  Australian  sod ; 
(Leave  to  the  North  each  foul  dark  blot), 

For  duty  and  for  God. 

Oh !  ye  young  lands,  ye  fair  young  lands, 

Lands  of  the  wool  and  gold ; 
Ne'er  may  the  young  forget  their  God, 

For  right  may  they  be  bold. 
Unite  for  all  that's  good  and  true 

On  the  Australian  sod  ; 
Present  a  brave,  strong  front  to  view, 

For  duty  and  for  God. 

Oh  !  ye  young  lands,  ye  fair  young  lands, 

Lands  of  the  '  early  dawn ; ' 
On  tinselled,  gaudy  greatness, 

Ne'er  may  your  children  fawn  ! 
Young  giants  of  the  latter  day, 

On  the  Australian  sod, 
Cast  all  hypocrisies  away, 

For  duty  and  for  God. 

Oh  !  ye  young  lands,  ye  fair  young  lands, 

Lands  of  the  'summer  shine,' 
May  none  rule  o'er  thee  but  the  good, 

Then  honour  will  be  thine ! 
May  none  be  o'er  thee  but  the  pure, 

Or  wield  the  ruler's  rod  : 
So  will  your  strength  and  might  endure, 

For  duty  and  for  God. 

Oh  !  ye  young  lands,  ye  fair  young  lands, 

Ye  '  children  of  earth's  age  ; ' 
Ye  loveliest  children  of  the  South, 

Throw  to  the  North  your  gage. 
For  all  that's  righteous,  brave  and  just 

On  the  Australian  sod, 
Keep  safe  for  aye  your  glorious  trust. 

For  duty  and  for  God. 


MISCELLANEOUS 

Oh !  ye  young  lands,  ye  fair  young  lands, 

Under  the  '  Southern  Cross ; ' 
A  gracious  galaxy  are  ye, 

To  know  ye  not  is  loss. 
Rise,  in  late  days,  a  glorious  band, 

On  the  Australian  sod, 
Brave  children  of  the  '  mother  land,' 

For  duty  and  for  God  ! 


MISCELLANEOUS 

Casmania 


OH  !  sweet  and  fair  Tasmania  lies 
Under  her  sunny  southern  skies  ; 

Her  seas  are  ever  bright  and  blue, 

Her  sky  is  of  an  opal  hue. 
So  sweet  and  fair  Tasmania  lies, 
Under  her  glowing  southern  skies. 

Oh  !  grand  her  cloud-capped  rocky  hills ; 

And  sweet  and  pure  her  morning  rills, 
O'er-shadowed  by  the  odorous  trees 
That  scent  the  keen,  fresh  mountain  breeze. 

Oh,  sweet  and  fair  Tasmania  lies, 

Under  her  glowing  southern  skies. 

Her  children  love  her  wattle  bloom  ; 

Their  weary  hearts  have  ever  room, 
In  many  a  sad  and  dreary  way, 
For  love  of  mountain  berries  gay. 

So  sweet  and  fair  Tasmania  lies, 

Under  her  sunny  southern  skies. 

Oh !  still  and  fair  '  God's  acres '  lie, 

Under  Tasmania's  sunny  sky ; 
As  near  to  Heaven,  as  near  to  God, 
As  the  dear  graves  beneath  the  sod, 

Where  ashes  of  our  fathers  lie, 

Far  from  Tasmania's  sunny  sky. 

Ah !  many  sail  for  east  and  west, 
And  many  a  land  has  given  them  rest ; 

But  none  so  fair  as  Tasman's  shore, 

Tho'  she  has  not  a  castled  lore. 
Yet  sweet  and  fair  Tasmania  lies, 
Under  her  sunny  southern  skies. 

Thank  God  that  she  has  freedom,  peace, 
Pray  that  these  blessings  ne'er  may  cease ; 

Thank  God  the  church  bells  ring  so  clear, 

To  weary  hearts,  a  holy  cheer ; 
Oh,  sweet  and  fair  Tasmania  lies, 
Under  her  glowing  southern  skies. 

Oh  !  may  the  love  of  truth  and  right, 

Be  aye  Tasmania's  strength  and  might ; 
With  fear  of  God,  and  righteousness, 
So  shall  our  God  her  people  bless, 

Then  fairer  shall  Tasmania  lie, 

Under  her  glowing  southern  sky. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


F)obart 


FAIR  Hobart  !  city  by  the  sea, 
A  glorious  future  waits  for  thee  ; 
Queen  of  the  Southern  Seas  art  thou, 
Beneath  the  mountain's  snowy  brow, 
Like  white  bird  nestling  in  her  nest, 
Against  the  mountain's  hoary  breast. 
A  glorious  future  waits  for  thee, 
Fair  Hobart !  city  by  the  sea. 

As  thine  external  beauty  lies 
So  fair  'tween  opal  sea  and  skies, 
So,  Hobart,  may  thy  inner  life 
Be  free  and  pure  from  sin  and  strife. 
May  all  thy  sons  be  brave  and  pure, 
Be  modesty  thy  daughter's  dower. 
Then,  Hobart,  city  by  the  sea, 
A  glorious  future  thine  shall  be. 

Thus,  Hobart  !  city  by  the  sea, 
A  glorious  future  shines  for  thee, 
When  serving  God  with  all  thy  might ; 
Upholding  all  that's  good  and  right ; 
Rejoicing  in  the  paths  of  fame  ; 
Shunning  the  dismal  ways  of  shame  ; 
Loving  the  truth,  and  fearing  wrong  ; 
Shielding  the  weak,  thou  wilt  be  strong 
Then,  Hobart,  city  by  the  sea, 
A  glorious  future  thine  shall  be. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


I)obart  in  OUnttr 


WHITE  lay  the  city 

Under  the  stars, 
The  snow  in  its  beauty, 

Hiding  the  scars. 

Beautiful  city  ! 

Queen  of  the  land  ! 
God  has  adorned  her, 

White  from  His  hand. 

Pure  lay  the  city, 
White  as  the  snow, 

Pure  should  her  life  be, 
Would  it  were  so. 

Fair,  Southern  city, 

Clothed  in  white  ; 
Her  sins  and  her  sorrows 

Shrouded  from  sight. 

For  beauty,  fair  city, 
Praise  thou  the  Lord  ! 

Attend  to  His  precepts, 
Hear  thou  His  word. 

Sounds  o'er  the  city, 
The  sweet  Sabbath  bell, 

Fulfil  Thy  name's  promise, 
'  Emmanuel.' 


MISCELLANEOUS 

(Dount 


(The  Mountain  Stream,  its  birth  and  death, 
before  and  after  a  storm.) 


LITTLE  twinkling,  tiny  stream, 
Fed  by  the  bright  rainbow's  gleam, 
Looking  upward  to  the  skies, 
Far  away  from  cities'  eyes  ; 
'Neath  the  rocks  that  bend  o'er  thee, 
Singest  sweetest  melody ; 
Like  thou  art  to  childhood  sweet, 
Happy  all  bright  things  to  greet. 

Little  rill,  from  cloudlet's  frown, 
Born  from  'neath  the  mountain's  crown, 
Singing  over  moss  and  stone, 
Thro'  the  nooks,  so  still  and  lone  ; 
Whispering  to  the  flowerets  rare, 
On  the  great  hill's  bosom  fair, 
Purling  through  the  ferny  brake, 
Wondering  which  way  to  take. 

Eucalypti  bend  o'er  thee, 
Sassafras  loves  thee  to  see  ; 
Wattles  in  the  gay  springtide 
Bloom  their  best,  aye  by  thy  side, 
Ferns  are  tipped  with  glowing  sheen 
Where  thy  wandering  feet  have  been  ; 
All  the  green  leaves  brighter  rise 
From  the  dewdrops  of  thine  eyes. 


Gracious,  rushing,  daring  thing, 
Changes  in  thy  tones  doth  ring. 
Singing  to  the  moss  and  flower, 
Sobbing  in  an  evil  hour  ; 
Raging  down,  in  tempest  high, 
Furious  as  wind's  minstrelsy, 
Foaming  in  thy  haste  so  sore, 
Tossing  over  boulders  hoar. 

Oh  !  the  change  from  ferny  days, 
To  the  city's  noisome  ways, 
Like  sweet  childhood,  stained,  impure, 
Ruined  by  each  earthly  lure  ; 
As  thou  rushest  to  the  shore, 
Thy  pure  stream  is  clouded  o'er 
Gone  are  all  thy  winsome  ways, 
Sweetest  rill  of  mountain  days. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


God's  Here'  on  the  Derwent 


TEARS  are  sadly,  sweetly  raining 

O'er  the  '  city  of  the  dead,' 
Summer  suns  are  slowly  waning, 

Summer  skies  and  flowers  are  fled ; 
She-oaks  grey  are  softly  sighing 

O'er  the  lost  who  lie  at  rest— 
O'er  the  dead  and  o'er  the  dying, 

For  the  sinful  and  the  blest. 

Waves  around  the  shores  are  sobbing 

For  the  loss  of  some  loved  face, 
Ocean's  great  strong  pulse  is  throbbing 

For  the  sorrows  of  our  race ; 
Mountains  round  the  spot  are  bending 

As  they  see  each  quiet  bier : 
These,  in  their  great  bosom  tending, 

They  shall  watch  till  heaven  is  near. 

Through  the  raining  tears  descending 

Steal  the  rays  of  sunshine  bright, 
All  our  hopes  to  heaven  ascending 

With  the  gladness  of  the  light ; 
Through  the  darkness  beams  the  morrow 

With  a  heaven-born  hope  for  men, 
Chasing  off  the  gloom  and  sorrow 

With  the  glory  coming  then. 

Light  shall  shine  through  tears  o'er  flowing, 

Light,  tho'  darkness  round  our  feet, 
Goodness  still  for  ever  glowing, 

Through  all  sorrow  we  may  meet ; 
Through  all  tears  and  through  all  sadness 

Shines  the  sky  serenely  blue, 
Full  of  prophecies  of  gladness, 

Of  a  coming  day  so  true. 
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Cornelian  Bay  Cemetery 


OH  !  the  restful  peace  in  thee, 
Fair  '  God's  Acre'  near  the  sea ; 
Oh  !  the  calm,  the  quiet  near, 
To  the  loved  ones,  lying  here ; 
Fair  '  God's  Acre '  near  the  sea ; 
Oh  !  to  be  at  peace  in  thee. 

Oft '  God's  Acres'  I  have  seen, 
In  the  years  that  once  have  been ; 
Some  were  by  the  lake's  sweet  shore 
Others  by  the  '  ocean's '  roar ; 
One  in  dark  and  wild  bu;h  glen ; 
Far  from  all  the  haunts  of  men. 

The  great  cathedral's  grand  old  head, 
Looms  o'er  ashes  of  the  dead ; 
White  stones  glisten  in  the  sun, 
Where  lie  those  who  victory  won; 
Not  a  floweret  all  around, 
Yet  the  place  is  holy  ground. 

Lonely, '  midst  a  city's '  thrill, 
Lies  another,  calm  and  still ; 
Snowdrops  white  adorn  its  breast, 
Where  our  lost  ones  lie  at  rest ; 
Walked  we  there,  ah  !  long  ago, 
'All  the  city  clad  in  snow.' 

Does  it  matter  where  we  lie, 
When  we  lay  our  heads  to  die; 
We  may  rest,  from  kindred  dear, 
In  a  distant  exiled  bier; 
Yet  our  Lord !  will  raise  on  high, 
When  our  time  hath  come  to  die; 

Oh  !  the  restful  peace  in  thee, 
By  the  Derwent's  fair  blue  sea  ; 
Choose  I  still,  where  I  would  sleep, 
Choose  I  here,  beneath  the  steep ! 
Of  the  mountains  God  hath  riven, 
Here  to  take  the  way  to  Heaven. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


Che  (fountain  Covers 


OH  !  mountain  great  and  grand,  the  glory  of  the  land ; 

Oh !  tell  me,  hast  thou  seen  the  lovers  true, 
Who  wandered  'neath  thy  shade,  by  summer  sunshine  made  ?- 

It  was  their  season  of  enchantment  too. 

Oh !  winds  that  toss'd  the  hair  of  maidens  bright  and  fair, 
Do  you  remember  those  who  loved  you  then  ? — 

Think  they  of  you  still  yet,  or  do  they  oft  forget 
The  golden  hours  spent  in  the  ferny  glen  ? 

Oh  !  trickling  streams  that  greet  the  mosses  at  your  feet, 

Do  you  still  whisper  words  heard  long  ago  ? 
Alas !  changed  are  the  friends,  and  sorrow  the  heart  rends, 

But  still  for  ever  onward  do  ye  flow. 

Oh !  sassafras  look  down  from  'neath  the  Mountain's  crown, 

And  tell  me  of  the  lovers  thou  hast  seen, 
Who  sat  in  thy  fair  bowers  amid  the  sweet  wild  flowers — 

They  all  have  gone,  as  days  that  long  have  been. 

Ah  !  some  may  still  come  back  along  the  ferny  track, 
And  scent  the  odours  sweet  from  bush  and  tree ; 

But  the  enchantment's  o'er,  the  lovers  come  no  more, 
The  glamour  bright  has  gone  from  land  and  sea. 

New  lovers  tread  thy  ways,  and  full  of  joy  their  days, 

They  think  not  of  the  old  who  trod  before ; 
But  ye  fair  things  still  yet — ah  !  ye  do  ne'er  forget 

All  who  have  loved  you  in  the  days  of  yore. 

You  come  to  them  in  dreams,  in  tender,  happy  gleams, 

Of  days  of  love  and  joy  long  past  and  gone ; 
They  see  you  often  yet,  though  in  the  world's  sore  fret, 

And  treasure  you  as  life  still  wanders  on. 
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Under  the  Shadow  of  (Dount  (HeUington 


THE  hills  are  His ;  these  grand  old  towering  hills, 
Covered  with  odorous  verdure  to  the  skies ; 

While  from  their  bosom  flow  the  generous  rills, 
That  bless  all  nature  that  beneath  them  lies. 

The  hills  are  His ;  each  tree  an  incense  sends 
Fragrant  to  Him  who  made  it,  praising  God ; 

Who  paints  its  foliage,  and  heaven's  beauty  lends 
To  each  fair  berry,  leaf,  and  mossy  sod. 

The  hills  are  His ;  these  grand  Tasmanian  hills, 
Whose  morning  mists,  uprising,  praise  the  Lord  ; 

Who,  with  all  grandeur,  and  all  glory  fills 
The  whole  wide  world,  created  by  His  word. 

The  hills  are  His ;  His  also  the  wide  sea, 
Around  the  feet  of  this  great  mountain  bold, 

Where  heathen  men  fulfilled  their  destiny, 
And  knew  not  God  who  made  the  hills  of  old. 

The  sea  is  His  (the  home  of  many  graves), 
That  beats  the  rocky  bluffs  for  ages  gone ; 

It  praises  God,  in  all  its  wealth  of  waves, 
And  also  in  its  sweet,  low  cadence  moan. 

And  shall  not  man,  weak  man,  lift  up  his  soul 
To  praise  the  Lord,  who  all  fair  nature  made  ; 

Who  sheds  His  glory  o'er  the  great  earth  whole, 
And  veils  it  graciously  with  light  and  shade  ? 

The  time  shall  come,  the  promised  longed-for  year, 
When  heaven  and  earth  the  glorious  Lord  shall  praise ; 

And  men  shall  love  and  great  Jehovah  fear, 
And  join  with  all  His  works  in  earnest  praise. 
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South  Hrm  and  Cigbtbouse 


THERE  is  a  bare  and  wind-swept  hill, 

The  Derwent  beetling  o'er; 
Where  I  have  watched  the  shadows  flit 

O'er  mountain,  sea,  and  shore. 
Tho'  there  no  wild  thyme  scents  the  air, 

Nor  purple  heather  bell, 
Yet  fair  and  lovely  is  the  scene 

From  every  hill  and  fell. 

As  on  this  hill  I  sit  and  muse 

Of  other  lands  and  seas, 
I  feel  the  breeze  upon  my  brow, 

And  'tis  the  same  sweet  breeze ; 
And  God's  strong  arm  is  round  me  here, 

As  in  the  far  off  land. 
His  breath  encircles  all  the  world, 

And  every  mount  and  strand. 

'Tis  all  my  Father's  great  wide  world  ; 

I  am  as  near  Him  here, 
Tho'  she-oaks  tell  me  I  am  far 

From  mountains  ever  dear; 
And  tho'  no  castle  crowns  the  heights, 

There's  still  the  brave  Light  nigh, 
Reminding  me  that  kindness  true 

Lives  under  every  sky. 

Oh  !  wind-swept  hill.     Oh  !  wind-swept  hill, 

A  charm  thou  hast  for  me, 
Far  greater  than  the  wood-crowned  heights 

That  all  around  I  see  ; 
For  art  thou  not  the  sister  true 

Of  brown  hills  far  away? 
Beyond  the  sea,  beyond  the  blue, 

Where  winter  holds  her  sway. 
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Che  far  «Ust 


SWEET  wind  from  o'er  the  sea,  come  tell,  oh,  tell  to  me, 

How  fares  it  with  the  ones  we  love  so  well  ? 
Are  they  in  joy  or  pain,  where  winter  dull  doth  reign, 

Afar  in  loneliest  places,  where  they  dwell  ? 

Brave  wind  come  o'er  the  sea,  and  tell  again  to  me, 

Do  loved  ones  ever  think  of  friends  so  dear  ? 
Out  where  the  mulga  shields,  the  mine  that  treasure  yields, 

Across  the  parched  plains,  so  dry  and  drear  ? 

Strong  wind  come  thro'  the  trees,  and  tell  me,  please, 

Do  dear  ones  often  think  of  their  old  home  ? 
When  they  sit  'round  the  hearth,  do  they  think  of  all  the  mirth, 

Before  they  left  their  friends,  afar  to  roam  ? 

Pure  wind,  so  bright  and  free,  come  closer,  come  to  me, 
Laden  from  them  with  thoughts  of  home  so  true ; 

When  sparkling  springtide  comes,  will  their  thoughts  often  roam 
To  the  old  city,  by  the  sea  so  blue. 

Sweet  wind  go  back  to  them,  and  tell  them  once  again, 

Of  all  the  thoughts  we  treasure  of  them  here; 
When  we  scent  odours  sweet,  along  the  mountain's  feet, 

Then  we  remember  well,  the  loved  ones  dear. 

Sweet-laden  wind  go  back,  tell  them  we  often  lack 

The  love  and  sweetest  memories  of  old ; 
We  miss  the  song  so  dear,  the  song  of  love  and  cheer, 

Of  our  dear  ones,  who  went  from  out  the  fold. 
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Cbe  Derwent 

From  Geilston  Bay 


OH  !  beautiful  river,  resplendent  and  grand ; 
The  noblest  river  on  Austral's  strand ; 
None  can  in  grandeur  with  thee  compare, 
Thy  beauties  are  ever  striking  and  rare; 
In  every  phase  of  thy  changing  face, 
Aye,  there  is  wonder  and  glory  and  grace. 

Oh !  beautiful  river,  resplendent  and  strong, 
Flowing  the  tree-clad  headlands  along; 
Sometimes  thou  art  blue  as  the  summer's  sky, 
Then  dark  as  the  black  of  an  evil  eye ; 
The  mountains  that  guard  thee  are  full  of  cheer, 
Then  dark  with  the  blackness  of  funeral  bier. 

Oh !  beautiful  river,  resplendent  and  free, 
The  mountains  reflect  their  grey  crests  in  thee; 
They  love  to  hear  thee  sing  in  their  praise ; 
They  bask  in  the  blue,  in  the  autumn  haze. 
Sassafras,  eucalypt,  look  down  on  thee, 
And  thou  crownest  them  all  with  dignity. 

Oh!  beautiful  river,  resplendent  and  fair, 
The  she-oaks  sigh  near  thy  cliffs  so  bare; 
They  sing  thy  dirge  to  the  ocean  deep; 
Their  tendrils  wave  in  the  air  and  weep, 
For  thy  grave  so  lone  in  the  ocean  foam, 
Away  from  the  hills  where  nestles  thy  home. 

Oh !  beautiful  work  of  Jehovah's  hand ; 
The  flow  of  the  waters,  the  gold-tinted  sand  ; 
The  rivers  are  His,  they  flow  at  His  will, 
Tho'  onward  they  rush  their  storms  He  can  still. 
Oh  !  beautiful  river,  resplendent  and  strong, 
We  hear  Him  speak  in  thy  changing  song. 
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Cife's  Day :  its  (Dorn  and  Gve 

('  East  Coast,'  Tasmania.) 


IN  the  morning  we  walked  o'er  the  sunlit  beach ; 
The  sea  lay  asleep  to  its  furthest  reach  ; 
It  lay  like  a  babe  on  its  mother's  breast, 
And  all  around  the  scene  was  a  perfect  rest. 
The  sky  and  the  sea,  they  met  in  the  morn, 
When  the  tender,  sunny  new  day  was  born  ; 
No  foam  on  the  wave,  no  moan  on  the  sea, 
Of  the  beautiful  morn  so  fair  to  see. 

The  morning  was  young,  and  flooded  with  joy, 
With  peace  and  pleasure  without  an  alloy. 
As  we  walked  along  the  glistening  bay, 
It  seemed  that  never  would  end  the  day  ; 
Of  brightness  and  beauty  and  sunny  sheen, 
All  trouble  had  gone,  as  it  ne'er  had  been ; 
No  foam  on  the  wave,  no  moan  on  the  sea, 
Of  the  beautiful  morn  so  fair  to  see, 

At  the  eventide  we  came,  saddened,  home, 
O'er  the  sandy  beach  with  its  fringe  of  foam  ; 
The  waves  from  the  mighty  ocean  rolled 
O'er  the  long  white  bay,  with  its  sand-dunes  bold. 
Our  homes  we  sought  from  the  storm  so  strong, 
As  the  day  dulled  down  at  the  evensong ; 
Now  foam  on  the  wave,  and  moan  on  the  sea, 
As  the  sun  went  down  in  its  mystery. 

Ah  !  the  morn  of  youth  is  so  bright  and  strong, 
No  cloud  in  its  sky,  its  day  seems  so  long ; 
The  glamour  of  life  is  o'er  flower  and  field. 
No  shelter  we  need  from  life's  storms  to  snield  ; 
We  think  not  of  rest,  the  world  is  before — 
To  battle  and  conquer  for  evermore ; 
No  foam  on  the  wave,  no  moan  on  the  sea, 
As  life's  young  day  breaks  in  its  mystery. 

And  now,  when  the  journey  is  nearly  done, 
A  shelter  we  seek  near  the  setting  sun ; 
We  turn  from  the  world,  with  its  joy  and  pride, 
To  look  for  rest  by  our  Saviour's  side. 
We  pray  for  the  dawn  of  the  glorious  day, 
When  we'll  rest  in  His  dwelling-place  alway  ; 
O'er  moan  of  the  wave,  and  foam  of  the  sea, 
The  light  breaketh  clear,  of  eternity. 
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Winter  on  (Rount  Wellington 


ALL  silent  is  the  mountain  grand, 

The  glory  of  the  land ; 
And  deep  and  dark  her  garment  blue, 

Like  all  her  sister  band ; 
All  lonely  in  her  grandeur  great, 

Her  voices  all  so  still ; 
No  song  of  bird  in  bower  green, 

Scarce  trickling  of  a  rill. 

The  tall  trees  of  the  mountain  high, 

Emit  their  odour  sweet, 
As  calm  they  stand,  all  evergreen, 

About  her  gracious  feet ; 
No  note  of  bird,  or  footfall  soft 

Of  any  living  thing ; 
The  silence  of  the  lonely  mount 

Sad  shadows  o'er  us  fling. 

But  hark !  above  so  suddenly, 

Far  in  the  azure  height, 
Far  off,  and  near  the  cloud  land  dim, 

The  wind  comes  in  its  might ; 
Forth  comes  the  rushing  storm  king  now 

With  all  his  thundrous  roar 
From  out  the  rock,  and  tree  tops  green, 

And  all  their  branches  hoar. 

Down  from  the  crags,  with  snow  so  white. 

The  wind  comes  hissing  down  ; 
The  tearing,  noisy,  stormy  wind 

Comes  from  the  mountain's  crown : 
The  eucalyptus  waves  its  head 

About  the  mountain's  breast ; 
And  bends  the  graceful  sassafras 

O'er  oft  an  empty  nest. 

'Tis  winter  on  the  mountain  grey, 

'Tis  winter  in  the  street ; 
The  snowflakes  come  with  stormy  gust, 

And  hail,  and  frost,  and  sleet : 
Gone  are  the  sunny  summer  days, 

From  out  the  passing  year ; 
The  she-oaks'  brightly  glowing  flame 

Gives  now  its  joy  and  cheer. 
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Here,  in  the  winter  garden,  brown, 

Sere  leaves  are  thick  and  dense  ; 
And  hope  and  joy  lie  dormant  now 

To  every  weary  sense ; 
Yet  'mongst  the  withered  dying  leaves, 

We  see  the  buds  of  spring ; 
We  look  once  more  for  joyous  days 

Beyond  the  white  storm  king. 
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Datone 


(Near  Geilston  Bay) 


THE  winds  sweep  round  Natone 

With  loving  gentle  song ; 
The  sun  shines  o'er  Natone 

The  summer  day  along ; 
Natone  is  most  favoured 

Of  all  the  sweet  'foot-hills,' 
That  bend  o'er  Derwent's  waters, 

My  heart,  its  beauty  fills. 

The  flowers  embrace  Natone 

Through  all  the  circling  year ; 
The  orchids  blue  so  tender 

Beneath  the  pine  trees  sere  ; 
The  brown  buds  round  Natone, 

Tasmania's  golden  broom, 
With  glory  leaves  the  peppermint, 

Oft  sheds  its  sweet  perfume. 

The  waters  lave  Natone 

Around  her  flower-clad  feet ; 
With  loving  touch  the  cloudlets 

Her  waving  branches  greet; 
The  trees  bend  ever  o'er  her 

With  fresher,  fairer  boughs ; 
Her  head  is  crowned  with  beauty 

In  spring-tide  fair  that  glows. 

The  love  of  fair  Natone 

Has  crept  into  my  soul. 
Oh  !  love  your  land,  oh !   children, 

Tho'  waters  'tween  you  roll ; 
Oh !  prize  the  bush  so  fragrant, 

And  love  its  odorous  breath ; 
Tho'  ye  wander  far  away, 

Love  your  fair  land  till  death. 

Be  yours  the  love  of  country ! 

That  fills  each  loyal  breast ; 
Be  yours  the  love  of  country ! 

That  prays  for  peace  and  rest ; 
Oh !  love  her  tree-clad  mountains, 

And  prize  her  ferny  glens; 
Oh '  love  her  rolling  rivers, 

All  ye,  her  loving  bairns. 
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Cbe  Old  Songs 


'TIS  only  an  old  Scotch  song  oft  heard, 

Heard  in  the  winter's  even  ; 
But  it  touches  aye  a  tender  chord, 

For  it  brings  to  me  the  heaven 
Of  a  mother's  sweet  and  loving  smile 
In  days  that  are  gone,  ah  !  gone  awhile. 

'Tis  only  a  student's  song,  not  here, 
'Twas  sung  by  a  brave  young  heart, 

But  far  away  from  this  Southern  sphere 
In  a  home  in  the  busy  mart ; 

Long,  long  ago,  it  was  sung  with  mirth 

On  the  other  side  of  this  fair  earth. 

'Tis  only  a  love  song  we  loved  well, 

Heard  in  the  summer  days, 
When  the  glamour  of  love  was  o'er  hill  and  dell, 

And  we  walked  by  woodland  ways 
With  ne'er  a  thought  of  sorrow  or  ill, 
Or  what  the  future  would  fulfil. 

'Tis  only  an  old,  old  song  we  hear, 

That  we  loved  in  the  long  ago  ; 
But  I  listen  now,  with  a  quivering  tear, 

For  the  sands  of  time  run  low ; 
Ah !  the  sands  of  time  run  low  for  me, 
As  I  sit  and  dream  far  o'er  the  sea. 

Ah  !  the  old  songs  touch  the  heart  and  soul, 

Then  we  think  of  days  of  youth, 
And  hard  it  is  our  tears  to  control, 

For  thoughts  of  sorrow  and  ruth  ; 
Still  with  thankful  hearts  we  trace  the  past, 
And  memory  treasures  what  could  not  last. 
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Che  Boys  are  Gone ! 


No  more  the  house  resounds  with  joyous  glee 
Of  song  and  romp,  and  happy  minstrelsy ; 
The  glowing  firelight  gleams  on  vacant  chairs, 
Few  are  the  joys,  and  fewer  still,  the  cares, 
The  boys  are  gone ! 

No  more  the  garden  rings  with  lots  of  fun 
From  early  morn  till  the  long  day  is  done. 
The  orchard  walks  are  trimmer  than  of  yore ; 
But  oh !   the  mother's  heart  is  aching  sore, 
The  boys  are  gone  ! 

No  more  the  joyous  morning  greeting  sweet ; 
No  more  the  kneeling  at  the  Father's  feet 
In  earnest  prayer,  for  all  the  joys  and  woes 
That  helps  them  on,  from  morn  till  evening's  close, 
The  boys  are  gone ! 

Ah  !   sadly  in  and  out  we  come  and  go ; 
The  brave  old  dog,  he  seems  to  feel  our  woe, 
The  boys  are  gone !     He  misses,  like  the  rest, 
The  romp,  the  race,  the  boyish  life  and  zest, 
The  boys  are  gone ! 

The  boys  are  gone  with  cheerful-toned  good-bye; 
The  mother  shews  no  tear-drop  in  her  eye  ; 
She  cheers  them  on  with  happy  promise  bright, 
Knowing  they  ne'er  may  meet  in  sweet  home  light, 
The  boys  are  gone ! 

We  cannot  follow  them,  there  is  the  pain  ; 
To  soothe,  to  solace,  comfort,  or  restrain; 
The  boys  are  gone !   the  household  lights  are  low, 
And  dim  our  future  as  we  come  and  go, 
The  boys  are  gone  ! 

The  boys  are  gone !   a  higher  niche  they  know ; 
Manhood  is  theirs,  and  youth's  bright  spirits  go. 
Cares  enter  fast  into  the  youthful  heart ; 
God  give  them  even  here  the  better  part 
When  they  have  gone. 

Ah !  hearts  beat  sore  under  a  velvet  gown ; 
And  longing  tears  in  many  a  far  off  town. 
Rises  from  cot  and  hall  the  weary  sigh; 
In  every  age  this  is  the  mother's  cry : 
Her  boys  are  gone ! 
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Che  Old  '  (Dans* '  Door. 


I  SIT  to-night,  in  the  gloaming  sweet, 

And  the  forms  come  trooping  in 
Of  those  who  entered  the  old  '  Manse  '  door, 

And  rested  its  walls  within ; 
The  young,  the  strong,  the  sad,  and  the  gay, 

Some  gracious  pure  ones  of  earth  ; 
Ah  !  some  have  gone  to  the  home  on  high, 

Who  sat  round  the  old  '  Manse  '  hearth. 
Coming  in  and  out  of  the  old  '  Manse  '  door 
Are  the  loved  ones  we  knew  in  the  years  before. 

And  many  came  from  the  dear  old  land, 

Who  entered  the  old  '  Manse  '  door ; 
Others  were  famous  across  the  seas, 

Who  shall  come  again  no  more  : 
The  kindly  old  man,  with  silvery  hair, 

The  student,  gentle  yet  strong, 
And  matron  and  maid  together  come  in, 

Amidst  the  shadowy  throng. 
Coming  in  and  out  of  the  old  '  Manse '  door 
Are  the  loved  ones  we  knew  in  the  years  before. 

'Midst  the  tangled  skein  of  earthly  life, 

Some  went  to  the  home  above  ; 
'Round  them  were  woven  the  meshes  of  care, 

Yet  they  reached  the  land  of  love ; 
And  one,  beloved,  went  with  sweet  peace 

To  his  Father's  house  in  heaven, 
Tho'  grief  and  sorrow  were  left  behind, 

And  sad,  true  hearts  were  riven. 
Coming  in  and  out  of  the  old  '  Manse  '  door 
Are  the  loved  ones  we  knew  in  the  years  before. 

All  these  have  gone  to  the  better  land — 

Our  Lord  hath  welcomed  them  in, 
Away  from  sorrows  and  cares  of  life, 

Away  from  the  land  of  sin ; 
Ne'er  shall  they  enter  the  old  '  Manse  '  door, 

They  are  in  the  land  of  rest ; 
One,  the  Lord  Jesus,  is  with  them  now, 

In  the  mansions  of  the  blest. 
Coming  in  and  out  of  the  old  '  Manse '  door 
Are  the  loved  ones  we  knew  in  the  years  before. 
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Cbe  Old  Olorld 


AH  !  this  old  world  is  very  good, 

Whate'er  the  critics  say  ; 
For  there  is  joy  and  peace  and  good, 

And  love  in  it  alway  ; 
The  love  of  parent,  brother,  child, 

The  love  that  never  dies, 
Ye  saddened  ones  look  up  and  smile, 

And  let  joy  fill  your  eyes. 

The  patient,  the  unselfish  soul, 

We  meet  at  every  turn, 
That  plans  all  good,  as  seasons  roll, 

And  for  the  young  doth  yearn  ; 
Oh !  treasure  it,  lest  comes  its  loss, 

Lest  it  takes  wings  and  flee  ; 
It  cannot  always  bear  the  cross 

Of  sore  inconstancy. 

And  so  the  world  is  full  of  love, 

Not  always  full  of  joy  ; 
For  love,  tho'  it  comes  from  above, 

Has  sometimes  an  alloy  ; 
Sometimes  thro'  it  there's  sorrow  sore, 

And  want  of  peace  and  rest, 
Yet  true  love  lives  for  evermore, 

And  to  the  soul  is  blest. 

So  then,  both  young  and  aged  ones, 

Ah  !  value  it  for  aye, 
Whether  'neath  cold  or  sunny  suns, 

All  thro'  earth's  lengthened  day. 
The  world  is  still  a  happy  place, 

Whate'er  its  censors  say. 
If  we  be  true  to  King  and  race, 

And  serve  the  Lord  alway. 
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OlaysicU  Opportunities 


ONE  word  dropt  there,  another  here, 

As  our  lives  hasten  on ; 
A  word  to  help,  a  word  to  cheer, 

The  helpless  and  forlorn. 
A  word  to  say  how  short  is  life, 

As  it  goes  speeding  by, 
A  word  to  help  them  in  the  strife 

With  sins  that  round  them  lie. 

A  poor  weak  word,  yet  blessed  by  Him 

Who  knows  the  wish  to  save ; 
Not  reckoned  much,  in  our  thoughts  dim, 

And  yet  beyond  the  grave 
It  will  acknowledged  be  by  God, 

As  worthy  of  His  praise, 
When  all  the  earth  shall  bless  the  Lord, 

And  angels  anthems  raise. 

A  single  word,  dropt  in  His  name, 

May  help  some  lonely  soul, 
May  give  us  more  than  earthly  fame, 

When  we  reach  heaven's  goal; 
God  give  us  grace  to  speak  the  word 

That  may  a  blessing  be 
To  those  who  wander  from  the  Lord, 

In  life's  sore  troubled  sea. 
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Beautiful  Dreams 


BEAUTIFUL  dreams,  that  come  in  the  night, 
Sending  the  cares  of  the  day  to  flight ; 
Sweet  sad  dreams,  of  a  youth  that  is  past, 
So  sweet  and  pure,  it  could  never  last ; 
Scent  of  the  flower,  and  smell  of  the  sea, 
In  the  dark  lone  hours  that  come  back  to  me  ; 
And  all  the  glamour  of  that  young  time, 
Returns  in  dreams,  with  the  mid-night  chime. 
Beautiful  dreams,  that  come  in  the  night, 
Sending  the  cares  of  the  day  to  flight. 

Beautiful  dreams,  of  love  that  is  gone ; 

That  faded  away,  as  years  rolled  on  ; 

Innocent  love,  of  our  childhood's  days, 

When  our  hearts  were  touched,  with  boyish  praise, 

Or  ideal  love  of  our  maiden  years, 

When  naught  'ere  foretold  that  love  brought  tears. 

Bright  young  faces,  come  back  once  more 

To  gladden  our  hearts,  as  in  days  of  yore  ; 

Beautiful  dreams,  that  come  in  the  night. 

Sending  the  cares  of  the  day  to  flight. 

Beautiful  dreams  of  a  happy  hearth, 
When  the  home  was  full  of  joy  and  mirth  : 
And  all  the  care  of  a  father's  love — 
A  sainted  father,  now  safe  above ; 
The  mother's  love,  and  the  daily  prayer, 
Comes  in  the  dreams,  like  a  picture  fair; 
Then  back  we  are,  in  our  youth  again, 
Forgetting  sorrow,  and  care  and  pain  ; 
Beautiful  dreams,  that  come  in  the  night, 
Sending  the  cares  of  the  day  to  flight. 

Beautiful  dreams,  of  a  land  '  far  away,' 
Its  pebbly  shores,  and  its  mountains  grey  ; 
Scent  of  its  thyme,  on  the  fragrant  air, 
Hyacinth  woods,  and  the  primrose  fair ; 
These  happy  hours,  come  back  once  again, 
And  we  are  young,  and  happy  as  then. 
Scotland !  in  dreams  I  go  back  to  thee, 
Forgetting  between  us  rolls  the  wide  sea  ; 
Beautiful  dreams,  that  come  in  the  night, 
Sending  the  cares  of  the  day  to  flight. 


I 
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Hwake,  Young  Hustralia 


(Lines  written  on  reading  Sir  George  Reid's  address 
before  leaving  Australia) 


AWAKE,  ye  Southern  lands, 

Fair,  young  Australia,  rise, 
In  earnest,  joyful  bands, 

Beneath  your  deep  blue  skies; 
To  fight  for  all  that's  grand, 

And  noble,  good,  and  pure  ; 
To  strive  that  through  the  land 

Uprightness  may  endure. 

Awake,  strong,  young  Australia ! 

Rise  up  in  might  and  strength, 
To  chase  down  flagrant  sin 

O'er  all  thy  breadth  and  length 
To  honour  all  the  good, 

To  crush  out  shame  and  sin, 
To  lift  the  clouds  that  brood 

O'er  thy  great  cities'  din. 

Awake,  fair  young  Australia  ! 

Thy  skies  are  brighter  far 
Than  those  of  ancient  cities 

Beneath  the  Polar  star. 
So,  let  thy  courage  shine, 

Amidst  sin's  artful  wiles, 
A  light  from  the  Divine 

O'er  thy  far-stretching  miles. 

Awake,  advance,  Australia ! 

May  you  your  father's  God 
Honour  and  love  and  trust 

On  this  new  land  and  sod. 
Awake,  and  sing  His  praise, 

Who  gave  thee  this  fair  soil ; 
To  Him  your  thoughts  upraise 

Amidst  your  care  and  toil. 
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€be  Old  Book  Opened 


THE  dear,  dead  hands,  have  touched  this  page 
That  we  in  careless  moments  turned  ; 

We  read  the  words,  we  trace  the  thoughts, 
We  feel  how  bright  his  spirit  burned. 

The  dear,  dead  hands,  are  laid  away 
From  touch  and  look  of  mortal  sight ; 

But  here  the  book  lies  open  where 
His  eyes  oft  rested  true  and  bright. 

The  dear,  dead  hands,  were  full  of  life 
To  battle  with  the  stern  world's  frown ; 

Then  they  gave  up  the  weary  strife, 
Folded  their  palms,  and  laid  them  down. 

Oh  !  dear,  dead  hands,  the  good  you  wrought 
Shall  follow  us  thro'  many  days ; 

We  trace  your  thoughts,  we  feel  your  love, 
As  we  now  ope  this  book  and  praise. 

Oh  !  dear,  dead  hands,  never  again 
Shall  they  be  clasped  in  warmest  love, 

Till  in  the  great  day  of  the  Lord 
We  meet  at  rest  in  heaven  above. 


Oh  !  just  to  clasp  his  hands  once  more, 
The  hands  who  wrote  on  this  fair  page ; 

Ah  !  dear,  dead  hands,  ah !  never  more, 
Till  past  and  gone  is  this  world's  age. 
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Re-Onion 


SOMETIMES,  across  the  sea, 
A  scattered  family 

May  meet  again ; 
Then  there  is  joy  and  mirth — 
The  happy  days  of  earth ; 

With  scarce  a  pain. 

A  time  like  this  is  white 
With  gladness  and  delight 

To  true  hearts  here  ; 
A  joy  that  doth  excel 
All  that  the  tongue  can  tell, 

To  parents  dear. 

And  yet  the  day  may  bring 
Some  little  hidden  sting, 

Some  saddened  kiss ; 
Something  not  understood, 
Some  perverse,  wayward  mood 

To  mar  the  bliss. 

When  we  our  Home-land  view 
Across  the  azure  blue, 

No  sting  will  be 
To  mar  the  time  of  peace, 
Which  can  ne'er  end,  nor  cease, 

Across  the  sea. 

Across  the  black,  dark  tide, 
On  the  eternal  side, 

Reigns  joy  for  aye ; 
Oh !  overwhelming  bliss, 
We  know  not  aught  like  this 

In  earth's  dull  day. 

Then,  let  us  not  despair, 
Tho'  severed  hearts  are  there, 

Who  ever  roam ; 
A  gladsome  time  will  be, 
Across  the  narrow  sea, 

When  we  reach  Home  ! 
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Gmpty  F)ands 


EMPTY  hands,  the  work  near  done, 
And  the  hour-glass  nearly  run  ; 
Aged  hands,  so  thin  and  worn, 
By  the  life's  great  burden  borne — 
Now  at  peace  at  even-tide, 
As  the  long  hours  slowly  glide. 

Empty  hands,  the  work  laid  down, 
Of  the  years,  the  joy,  and  crown ; 
Other  hands  have  loosed  their  clasp, 
Slipped  away,  beyond  their  grasp ; 
They  need  not  their  help  and  care  ; 
Loved  they  were,  beyond  compare. 

Empty  hands,  each  old-time  task 
Drops  away,  and  few  now  ask 
If  they  comfort  can  once  more, 
Heal  the  sick,  and  help  the  poor ; 
Left  they  are  in  calm  to  rest, 
Our  Lord  knoweth  what  is  best. 

Empty  hands,  but  busy  soul, 
As  it  hasteneth  to  its  goal ; 
Weaving  joy  for  many  sad, 
For  the  young,  to  make  them  glad  ; 
Rest  from  kindness  it  hath  done, 
From  the  morn  till  set  of  sun. 

Those  who  are  in  life's  full  stress, 
Let  them  patient  be,  and  bless ; 
Grateful  still  for  work  to  do, 
Joyful  all  the  day  right  through ; 
Thankful  that  the  Lord  doth  give 
Work  and  joy  to  all  who  live. 
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Crue  Cove 


WHAT  helps  this  dreary,  dying  world 
To  keep  alway  sweet  hope  unfurled, 

What  but  true  love  ? 
The  love  of  parent  and  of  child ; 
Not  the  strong  wave  of  passion  wild, 
But  the  sweet  gracious  love  and  mild, 

Only  true  love. 

What  cheers  the  poor  thro'  dreary  days, 
And  helps  them  tread  life's  dismal  ways, 

What  but  true  love  ? 

What  makes  them  win  life's  battle  strong, 
And  keeps  them  true  thro'  many  a  wrong, 
To  bear  their  lot  with  patience  long  ? 

Only  true  love. 

What  sees  a  beauty  hidden  deep, 

And  makes  the  heart  with  gladness  leap, 

What  but  true  love  ? 
Tho'  there's  no  beauty  in  the  face, 
No  charm  of  form  nor  dazzling  grace, 
No  dignity  of  name  or  race ; 

Only  true  love. 

What  cheers  the  sad,  decrepit,  blind  ? 
What  gives  them  still  some  hope  to  find, 

What  but  true  love  ? 
If  love  within  their  hearts  doth  reign, 
It  soothes  the  soul  in  every  pain, 
And  comforts  thro'  their  sorest  strain ; 

Only  true  love. 

What  helps  the  worn,  despairing  soul 
That  dreads  the  coming  awful  goal, 

What  but  true  love  ? 
The  earthly  love  that  draweth  nigh, 
It  leadeth  to  the  love  on  high ; 
The  love  of  God,  beyond  the  sky ; 

The  truest  love. 

If  love  be  with  us  to  the  end 

Of  the  short  years  on  earth  we  spend — 

True,  patient  love — 
Then  may  we  thank  the  Father's  care, 
Who  sends  us  true  love  everywhere ; 
To  cottage  home  and  palace  fair — 

True,  helpful  love. 
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'Hmarantb'  and  the  'Hspbodel' 


THE  '  Amaranth  bright '  and  the  '  Asphodel,' 
They  twine  in  God's  wreath  of  love ; 

One  opens  earth's  door,  of  its  love  to  tell, 
The  other  of  bliss  above. 


The  '  Angel  of  Life  '  came  fluttering  down 

In  the  morning  light  so  grey ; 
He  brought  a  young  mother  her  earthly  crown — 

A  babe  from  the  heavenly  way. 

The  '  Angel  of  Death,'  he  wafted  away 

One  from  a  home  most  dear ; 
He  carried  the  loved  one  up  thro"  the  ray 

Of  the  evening  light  so  clear. 

The  '  Angel  of  Life  '  brought  gladness  and  love 

To  the  home  to  which  he  came, 
With  gleams  of  brightness  and  joy  from  above, 

Like  the  'Amaranth's'  pure  flame. 

The  'Angel  of  Death '  looked  dark  to  this  world, 

But  beneath  his  wings  were  light; 
So  call  him  not  death,  his  wings  are  but  furled, 

To  ope  them  in  glory  bright. 

The  'Angel  of  Life  '  and  the  'Angel  of  Death' 

They  visit  this  mortal  sphere ; 
Oh  !  which  is  the  kindest,  to  this  poor  earth, 

The  birth  or  the  life  ever  near  ? 

The  '  Angel  of  Death,'  he  seems  to  us  here 

So  cruel,  and  black,  and  cold ; 
May  we  meet  him  at  last,  without  a  fear, 

Near  the  beautiful  City  of  Gold. 
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Cbe  Dream  Hngel 


THE  dream  Angel  comes  to  the  worn  and  weak, 

And  hovers  around  his  bed ; 
Then  wafts  him  away,  from  sorrow  and  strife ; 
To  the  heavenly  plains  of  the  higher  life, 

Where  angel  spirits  are  led. 

The  dream  Angel  comes  to  the  old  and  poor, 

And  touches  his  brow  of  care ; 
Then  carries  him  back  to  a  world  of  joy, 
Of  youth  and  pleasure  and  happiest  ploy, 

And  keeps  him  wandering  there. 

The  dream  Angel  comes  to  the  sailor  stern, 

On  the  mighty  restless  wave ; 
He  dreams  of  the  village  of  sweetest  name 
Away  o'er  the  sea,  in  the  sunset's  flame, 

And  his  comrades  young  and  brave. 

The  dream  Angel  comes  to  the  wanderer  lone, 

And  far,  he  flees  to  his  home; 
Where  he  feels  his  father's  and  mother's  kiss, 
With  them  walks  the  scenes  of  his  childhood's  bliss, 

Before  he  the  world  did  roam. 

The  dream  Angel  comes  to  the  maiden  fair, 

The  future  with  gladness  gleams ; 
And  she  longs  its  joys  and  pleasures  to  meet, 
She  thinks  of  the  friends  she  will  love  to  greet, 

So  bright  are  her  maiden  dreams. 

The  dream  Angel  comes  with  hope  to  the  young, 

And  points  with  his  fairy  wand, 
To  ambition  and  love  and  earthly  fame, 
And  all  the  glories  that  earth  can  name 

(Oft  written  in  letters  of  sand). 

Oh !  bright  dream  Angel  that  oft-time  doth  come 

To  soothe  and  comfort  the  heart, 
Remain  with  us  here,  to  solace  and  cheer  ; 
Oh  !  stay  thou  with  us,  thro'  sorrows  and  fear, 

Till  we  gain  the  better  part. 


MISCELLANEOUS  33 


Spring-Cime 


THE  snow  has  left  the  mountains, 

To  kiss  the  trees  again, 
And  all  the  land  rejoices, 

That  o'er  is  winter's  reign. 
Aye,  all  the  land  rejoices, 

In  white  time  of  the  year  ; 
For  glory  of  the  Spring-tide, 

With  all  its  blossoms  dear. 

The  glisten  of  the  Spring-tide, 

With  all  its  whit'ning  bloom, 
Brings  gladness  to  the  weary, 

After  drear  winter's  gloom. 
For  tho'  we  love  the  mountains, 

With  coronets  of  snow, 
Ah  !  more  we  love  the  snow  flow'rs 

On  trees  so  fair  below. 

The  children  love  the  snowflakes, 

When  they  come  in  the  breeze 
On  dark  and  dreary  mornings, 

To  homes  set  by  the  seas, 
But  sweeter  far  the  glory 

Of  scented  blooms  of  snow, 
Heart-soothing  to  the  weary, 

As  they  see  the  winter  go. 

Our  Father  drops  the  snow-leaves 

Ofttimes  o'er  herb  and  tree, 
That  all  may  see  His  goodness, 

His  mercy  great  and  free, 
May  get  a  glimpse  of  glory, 

That  reigneth  far  above, 
'Mid  earthly  toils  to  help  us, 

To  reach  the  home  of  love. 
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H  Sprig  of  OlMt* 


A  SPRIG  of  white  heather  has  come  to  me, 
From  one  much  loved,  from  over  the  sea ; 
Across  the  sea  in  a  letter  it  came, 
Filling  my  heart  with  love's  sweetest  flame. 
Across  the  sea,  far  over  the  sea, 
A  spray  of  white  heather  has  come  to  me. 

The  sprig  of  white  heather  is  withered  and  poor, 
Yet  a  message  it  brings,  my  longing  to  cure ; 
It  tells  me  my  loved  one  is  pure  hearted  still, 
So  with  hope  and  joy  my  heart  it  doth  fill. 
Across  the  sea,  far  over  the  sea, 
A  spray  of  white  heather  has  come  to  me. 

A  sprig  of  white  heather,  no  flower  of  the  vale 
Breathes  to  my  loving  heart  such  a  sweet  tale ; 
It  tells  me  my  loved  one  is  thinking  of  me, 
In  his  Highland  home  far  over  the  sea. 
Across  the  sea,  far  over  the  sea, 
A  spray  of  white  heather  has  come  to  me. 

A  sprig  of  white  heather,  emblem  of  good, 
A  little  white  spray,  so  faded  and  rude, 
An  emblem  of  good  to  him  and  to  me, 
When  we  meet  once  more  this  side  of  the  sea. 
Across  the  sea,  far  over  the  sea, 
A  spray  of  white  heather  has  come  to  me. 
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Pathos  of  the  Streets 


SOME  are  coming,  some  are  going, 
Busy  throngs  that  pace  the  street ; 

Here  and  there  a  picture  flashes 
From  the  faces  that  we  meet. 

There,  a  maiden  fair  and  lovely, 
In  her  hand  the  violet  bloom ; 

With  a  tender  hand  thus  gathered, 
Thoughtful  of  a  sufferer's  room. 

There,  an  aged  pair  are  wending, 
Arm  in  arm  the  street  they  pace, 

Tender,  loving  thoughts  are  gleaming 
In  each  pale  and  weary  face. 

On  the  road  each  other  helping, 
With  no  greeting  from  the  gay; 

But  a  poor  old  couple  passing, 
So  the  city  people  say. 

Here,  a  thoughtful  man  and  kindly, 
There,  a  woman  streaked  with  gray, 

Pass  along  the  crowded  pavement, 
With  them  pass  a  brighter  ray. 

They  are  waiting,  gently  hoping 
(Blessings  on  each  faithful  head) ; 

Year  by  year  the  other  helping, 
Wait  the  time  they  will  be  wed. 

Theirs  the  faithful  love  and  holy, 
Lasting  where  no  eye  hath  tears  ; 

Starting  thus  to  live  for  ever, 

Flow'ring  through  the  endless  years. 

These,  the  pictures  in  the  streets ; 

These,  the  pathos  of  the  ways ; 
Some  are  coming,  some  are  going, 

Through  the  winter— summer  days. 
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Cbe  South  Sdind 


OH  !  the  wailing  wild  South  wind, 

That  cometh  from  the  sea  ; 
Old  Scotland's  dearest  memories, 

It  bringeth  back  to  me, 

The  South  wind  wailing. 

I  see  far  Cumbrae's  rocky  shore, 

I  see  the  breaker's  rise ; 
I  see  my  mother's  saddened  face, 

And  tears  that  fill  her  eyes ; 

From  the  South  wind  wailing. 

For  she  saw  the  brown  sailed  fisher  boats, 

Flying  before  the  blast ; 
She  heard  the  brown-faced  fisher  folks 

Praying  it  might  not  last — 

That  South  wind  wailing. 

For  well  these  fishers  knew,  that  wind 

From  far  Atlantic  caves, 
Brought  many  a  tale  of  sorrow 

Of  lost  beneath  the  waves 

From  the  South  wind  wailing. 

And  so,  the  wild  wind  from  the  South 

That  cometh  o'er  the  sea ; 
Of  my  far  distant  Northern  home 

A  tale  it  telleth  me— 

That  South  wind  wailing. 
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Darkness  and 


ABOVE  the  moss  and  the  tangle, 

Out  of  the  fog  and  mist, 
We  climb  to  the  beautiful  foot  hills 

The  morning  sun  has  kissed, 
To  see  the  sky  in  its  beauty, 

Above  the  trailing  cloud  ; 
To  view  the  sun  in  his  glory. 

And  sing  his  praise  aloud. 

Out  of  the  doubt  and  the  darkness, 

Out  of  the  dread  and  fear, 
We  climb  to  the  hills  of  promise, 

And  feel  their  loving  cheer  ; 
Away  from  the  sin  and  trouble, 

Above  the  world's  sore  care, 
We  see  the  light  of  God's  promise, 

Around  ur,  everywhere. 

We  live  too  much  in  the  valleys 

Of  sin,  and  grief  and  wrong  ; 
Let  us  haste  up  the  mountain  pathway 

And  cheer  our  hearts  with  song. 
For  Christ  through  the  ages  whispers, 

With  His  own  Royal  voice, 
Rejoice,  all  ye,  my  people, 

Again,  I  say,  rejoice. 
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Old  Cotters 


AH  !  long  ago  these  lines  were  penned 

By  fingers  stiff  and  cold ; 
Still  they  to  us  a  message  send 

From  the  far  days  of  old. 
They  tell  us  of  a  loving  soul, 

Now  safe  beyond  the  skies, 
Awaiting  us,  when  seasons  roll, 

When  we  to  heaven  shall  rise. 

They  tell  us  of  fair  hills  and  flowers 

Beyond  the  deep,  blue  sea. 
And  gardens  bright  with  fairy  bowers,. 

And  many  a  sunny  lea ; 
They  tell  us  of  the  joys  of  youth, 

Ah  !  many  years  agone  ; 
The  whisper  of  the  leal  and  truth, 

Of  some  we  loved  anon. 

We  read  these  lines  of  a  past  day, 

They  dim  our  eyes  with  tears, 
For  those  who  penned  them  are  away, 

Beyond  our  hopes  and  fears. 
We  dearly  loved  them  ;  never  more 

On  this  fair  world  we'll  meet ; 
We  know  that  on  a  happier  shore 

Our  much-loved  ones  we'll  greet. 

But  some  still  live,  whose  lines  are  here 

From  far  across  the  sea  ; 
Whose  lives  have  never  touched  us  near,. 

But  still  in  constancy ; 
Heart  aye  to  heart  has  still  beat  true 

Through  all  the  long  past  years ; 
We'll  meet  again,  God's  promise  sure, 

Beyond  this  home  of  tears. 
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Che  friends  of  Cong  Hgo 


WHEN  all  the  birds  their  matins  sing, 

Let  prayers  then  rise  up  to  God, 
To  guard  and  guide  the  well  loved  ones, 

Who  once  with  us  trod  Scotia's  sod. 
When  we  were  young  in  dear  old  days, 

And  all  the  world  with  hope  aglow, 
And  eyes  were  bright  and  hearts  beat  strong, 

Some  thirty  long,  long  years  ago. 

Ah  !  years  have  come  and  gone  since  then, 

And  seldom  have  we  ever  met ; 
Suns,  aye  for  us,  in  distant  lands, 

For  ever  daily  rise  and  set. 
And  some  have  fallen,  'neath  the  load 

Of  sorrow,  since  we  parted  then  ; 
Some  old  friends  too  have  travelled  far, 

Ay,  far  away  beyond  our  ken. 

Dear  cherished  friends  of  long  ago, 

Sometimes  it  comforts  us  to  meet, 
To  see  each  other  face  to  face, 

With  tender,  kindly  welcomes  greet ; 
We  wander  back  to  early  youth, 

To  days  of  glamour  and  delight, 
Before  our  lives  were  tinged  with  grey, 

Or  fading  years  had  dimmed  our  sight. 

There  ne'er  can  friends  be  like  to  those, 

Bound  close  together  with  the  band 
Of  old  home  ties,  commingling  sweet 

With  the  young  life  of  this  new  land  ; 
Oh,  much  loved  friends,  may  blessings  true, 

Encircle  all  you  love  below, 
And  ne'er  forget  the  dear  old  days, 

The  grand  old  days  of  long  ago. 
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Hustralta's  6xilts 


AH  !  hearts  in  distant  countries 

Oft  long  their  homes  to  see, 
The  lovely  blue-eyed  valleys 

Across  the  dreary  sea. 
Fain  would  they  leave  Old  England, 

So  dusky  and  so  brown, 
For  the  fair  sunny  valleys 

Beside  some  fair  new  town. 

They  long  to  see  the  wattle, 

The  bright  flowers  by  the  stream, 
The  lovely  yellow  blossoms, 

They  see  them  in  a  dream. 
Its  bunch  of  golden  glory, 

Beneath  the  sky  so  blue, 
They  miss  the  fragrant  wattle 

With  drops  of  early  dew. 

So  they  long  to  see  its  blossom 

All  thro'  the  winter  drear; 
To  hear  the  song  of  magpie, 

Its  liquid  notes  so  clear. 
For  dark  hath  been  the  winter, 

And  dim  its  English  days ; 
They're  missed  the  cheery  loved  ones 

In  distant  lands  and  ways. 

For  many  of  our  children 

Are  scattered  far  and  wide  ; 
In  other  lands  they  wander, 

Aross  the  heaving  tide. 
They  ne'er  will  see  the  wattle, 

Or  the  blue  tree-topped  hills. 
Ah !  homesick  are  the  exiles, 

With  longing  each  heart  fills. 

So  hearts  in  distant  countries, 

In  dreams  their  homes  oft  see, 
And  the  bright  scented  wattle 

Across  the  flowery  lea. 
Oh !  children  of  Australia, 

Love  much  your  country  dear, 
With  all  its  fair  green  valleys, 

And  all  its  hope  and  cheer. 
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Hutumn 


WHEN  the  autumn  months  appear, 
Harvest  garnered,  winter  near ; 
Fruit  so  fair  on  every  tree, 
Thanks,  Oh  God,  we  give  to  Thee. 

So,  with  autumn  years  of  life, 
We  lay  down  the  stress  and  strife; 
Thanking  Thee  for  garnered  sheaves, 
Knowing  Thou  didst  turn  life's  leaves. 

Calm  the  skies,  and  calm  the  seas, 
Calm  the  heart  who  knows  and  sees, 
In  the  distance  Heaven's  goal, 
For  the  aged,  wearied  soul. 

Gone  the  tumult  of  the  heart, 
Peace  amidst  each  fiery  dart ; 
Leaving  all  in  Thy  blest  care, 
Who  are  with  us  everywhere. 

Calm  and  peaceful  are  the  days, 
For  the  old  who  pray  and  praise, 
All  the  strain  of  life  now  gone, 
Joy  to  linger  near  the  Throne. 

For  the  gracious  autumn  days, 
Now  we  give  Thee  thanks  and  praise ; 
For  life's  autumn  Thee  we  bless, 
For  Thy  care  and  faithfulness. 
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Cand  of  (By  Birth 


WOULD  I  could  look  on  thee, 
Would  I  could  kneel  by  thee, 
Land  of  my  infancy, 

Land  of  my  birth. 
Would  I  could  see  thy  dells, 
With  their  bright  wayside  wells,. 
'Mongst  purple  heather  bells, 

Land  of  my  birth. 

Would  I  could  climb  thy  hills, 
Would  I  could  hear  thy  rills, 
My  heart  with  longing  fills, 

Land  of  my  birth. 
Would  I  could  come  to  thee 
Over  the  stormy  sea, 
Land  of  my  infancy, 

Land  of  my  birth. 

Would  I  could  see  thy  sky, 
Would  I  could  hear  the  cry 
Of  the  sweet  lark  on  high, 

Land  of  my  birth, 
Would  I  could  see  thy  strand. 
Would  I  could  tread  the  sane; 
With  the  old  loving  band, 

Land  of  my  birth. 

Would  I  could  cross  the  waves, 
Would  I  could  see  the  graves 
Of  thy  great  covenant  braves, 

Land  of  my  birth. 
Ah!  I  will  sometimes  weep, 
Mindful  of  those  who  sleep 
'Neath  thy  great  mountains  steep, 

Land  of  my  birth. 

Ne'er  will  I  see  thee  more, 
Ne'er  will  I  walk  thy  shore, 
As  in  the  days  of  yore, 

Land  of  my  birth. 
Still  I  can  think  of  thee, 
And  oft-times  dream  of  thee, 
Land  of  my  infancy. 

Land  of  my  birth. 
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Che  Cttandmr's  6rave 


[I  was  touched  on  reading  in  a  late  Express  about  a 
poor  wanderer  who  had  died  in  Bacchus  Marsh,  no  one 
knowing  his  name  or  history]. 


DROP  a  tear  on  this  nameless  tomb, 

Ye  who  pass  by. 
A  wanderer  here  hath  met  his  doom, 

Spare  him  a  sigh ; 
Maybe  some  one,  in  another  land, 

Has  often  wept, 
Knowing  not  on  what  distant  strand 

The  wanderer  slept. 

Drop  a  tear  o'er  this  wandering  one, 

Laid  here  at  last ; 
Maybe  a  father  expected  his  son 

For  days  long  past ; 
Maybe  a  mother,  for  many  years, 

Watcheth  each  day, 
Praying  and  hoping,  with  bitter  tears, 

For  a  sunlight  ray. 

Drop  a  tear,  on  this  nameless  grave, 

Under  heaven's  dome ; 
No  friend  to  pity,  no  one  to  save, 

Far  from  his  home ! 
Maybe  the  good  Lord  cared  for  him  then, 

In  his  sore  strait ; 
Maybe  his  sins  were  all  forgiven, 

Tho*  it  was  late. 

Tho'  laid  to  rest,  in  a  tomb  so  lone, 

The  dear  Lord  cares ; 
He  knew  each  fear,  he  heard  each  moan, 

All  sorrows  He  shares ; 
So  leave  him  in  his  nameless  grave, 

Poor  wand'ring  one ! 
The  Lord  is  full  of  pity  to  save 

Each  erring  son. 
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Christmas  CUies,  or  Cifc  in  Death 


MY  garden  was  full  of  lilies, 

As  white  as  the  snow  ; 
Of  beautiul  Christmas  lilies, 

Of  the  '  long  ago ' ; 
They  reared  their  heads  in  the  garden 

Like  queens  of  the  soil  ; 
They  were  clothed  with  Solomon's  glory, 

Without  care  or  toil. 

These  beautiful,  stately  flowers 

Were  nearing  their  end  ; 
As  life  was  departing  from  them, 

In  age  they  transend  ; 
We  treasured  them  ever  daily, 

For  short  was  their  stay 
In  the  glorified  summer  garden, 

O'er  looking  the  bay. 

So  pure  and  fair  is  the  Christian 

E'en  on  to  old  age  ; 
Tho'  time  is  departing  from  him 

And  closing  life's  page  ; 
So  good  is  he,  true,  and  steadfast, 

So  white  is  his  life. 
As  he  lives,  before  his  fellows, 

Without  care  or  strife. 

Like  the  crown  of  the  stately  lily 

The  saint  lifts  his  head, 
To  the  glorious  home  above  him 

His  feet  'mongst  the  dead  ; 
With  age  he  has  conquered  all  things 

Far  more  than  in  youth  ; 
He  looks  to  the  blue  above  him, 

O'er  sorrow  and  ruth. 

Let  us  cherish  the  aged  Christian 

By  each  dear  home  hearth, 
And  help  them  in  all  their  sorrow 

With  gladness  and  mirth  ; 
Oh  !  honour  the  saints  so  aged, 

With  hair  like  the  snow, 
Their  glory  is  coming  nearer 

To  this  earth  below. 
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Hr*  Cbere  Do  I)eatben  I)*re? 


WE  come  from  the  lands,  the  old  Home  lands, 

The  lands  of  the  brave  and  free, 
But  some  have  gone  far  from  their  father's  God, 

And  now  are  in  bondage,  on  sin's  broad  road. 
May  they  turn  to  Him,  lest  He  lift  the  rod, 

In  these  lands  o'er  the  tossing  sea. 

We  say  there  are  heathen,  in  lands  afar, 

But,  are  there  no  heathen  here  ? 
Oh  say,  are  there  none,  where  the  Mulga  shields 

The  bright  golden  treasure  the  brown  earth  yields, 
Afar  in  the  desert — of  rocky  fields ; 

Say,  are  there  no  heathen  here  ? 

We  say  there  are  heathen  in  lands  afar, 

But  are  there  no  heathen  here  ? 
Away  'midst  the  lonely  mountain  range, 

In  the  far  away  bush,  all  new  and  strange, 
Where  drought  and  the  flood  make  many  a  change ; 

Oh,  are  there  no  heathen  here  ? 

We  say  there  are  heathen  in  lands  afar ; 

Say,  are  there  no  heathen  here  ? 
In  the  city's  dens,  or  the  terrace  fair, 

'Midst  the  dark  close  lanes,  or  the  pure  fresh  air 
'Mongst  the  thousands  who  walk  thro'  the  cities'  care, 

Say,  are  there  no  heathen  here  ? 

Oh !  brothers  and  sisters,  the  Lord  of  Hosts 

Looks  down  on  us  from  afar ; 
All  blessings  He  gives  to  obedient  ones, 

As  He  promised  of  old,  to  His  chosen  sons, 
And  still  He  will  give,  'neath  these  Southern  Suns, 

And  beneath  the  Southern  Star. 

For  God  is  the  Lord,  the  great  Lord  of  Hosts, 

The  Ruler  of  land  and  sea ; 
The  King  of  all  nations,  the  wide  world  o'er, 

The  King  of  Nations,  from  shore  to  shore ; 
He  can  lift  the  rod,  or  bless  evermore  ; 

The  Lord  of  Eternity. 
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Cbe  Children 


IT'S  oh !  to  have  the  children 

Running  round  the  knee, 
Whispering,  quarrelling,  laughing, 

With  their  fun  and  glee  ; 
Happy,  bright,  the  homestead, 

Full  of  joy  and  mirth, 
Nothing  sweeter  in  the  land, 

Nor  on  God's  fair  earth. 

It's  oh  !  to  have  the  jolly  boys, 

Full  of  tricks  and  fun, 
Working  mischief  all  the  time, 

As  the  hours  fast  run  ; 
Lazy  at  their  lessons  hard, 

But  warm-hearted,  true, 
Mothers'  hearts  for  them  are  sore  ; 

What  will  the  future  do  ? 

It's  oh !  to  have  the  loving  girls, 

Helping  all  along 
With  their  little  homely  ways, 

With  their  jest  and  song  ; 
Dressing  their  wee  dollies  grand, 

Teasing  aye  the  boys, 
Filling  all  the  dear  home  rooms 

With  their  glee  and  noise. 

It's  oh !  to  have  the  bairnies 

Back  into  the  home, 
All  those  whose  lot  is  scattered. 

Who  far  away  do  roam ; 
Ah !  the  old  days  are  over, 

Ne'er  to  come  again. 
Childhood's  happy  ways  are  gone, 

None  can  soothe  their  pain. 

God  grant  the  much-loved  children 

May  be  around  our  feet, 
When  we  the  'Homeland'  enter, 

And  the  lost  do  meet ; 
Ah !  worth  while  all  the  sorrow, 

The  anguish  and  the  pain, 
To  have  them  all  around  us 

When  we  God's  heaven  do  gain. 
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Strangers  Dow 


AFTER  days  of  weary  years ; 
After  hours  of  longing  tears; 
Should  we  cross  the  whitened  foam 
To  the  Fatherland  of  home ; 
Should  we  meet  the  friends  of  yore 
On  that  distant,  sea-girt  shore  ; 
Tho'  we  met  with  joy  I  trow, 
We  should  meet  as  strangers  now. 

Others  during  long,  long  years, 
Soothed  and  wiped  away  their  tears; 
Others  smiled  amidst  their  mirth, 
Round  the  happy,  dear  home  hearth  ! 
Others  sat  by  beds  of  pain, 
Where  we  could  not  come  again  ; 
We  should  come,  as  strangers  do, 
To  the  old  friends,  from  the  new. 

Others  sympathised  with  care 
We  so  far  off  could  not  share ; 
Others  laughed  and  cried  again 
In  the  changeful  ways  of  men ; 
Others  to  theiHouse  of  Prayer 
Went,  with  kindred  often  there ; 
Tho'  the  years  have  fleetly  flown, 
Strangers  come  we  to  our  own. 

Still  they  love  us  all  the  same, 
Those  who  bore  the  same  old  name, 
In  their  friendship  is  no  change, 
But  the  years  have  made  us  strange  ; 
Still  in  gladness  with  our  joy, 
Mingles  love  without  alloy  ; 
Tho'  we  met  with  joy  I  trow, 
We  should  meet  as  strangers  now. 

So  tho'  love  of  friends  is  deep, 
Faithful  love  will  ever  keep  ; 
Should  we  meet  with  kindred  dear 
Loving  hearts  and  kindly  cheer ; 
Joy  and  sorrow  mixed  would  be 
In  our  daily  company ; 
Saddest  thought  it  is  but  true, 
We  shall  meet  as  strangers  do. 
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Jn  the  Bush 


NO  acres  have  we, 

Near  this  peppermint  tree, 

With  its  leaves  of  silvery  sheen ; 
Its  white  branches  spread, 
Far,  far,  over  head, 

And  above  the  quivering  green. 

The  paroquets  bright, 
In  the  evening  light, 

Feed  under  the  twigs  that  fall ; 
With  rainbow  glitter, 
They  walk  and  flitter, 

They  belong  to  the  Lord  of  all  I 

No  acres  have  we, 
Of  this  beautiful  lea, 

Fed  by  the  rippling  stream ; 
But  we  love  it  all, 
It  never  will  pall, 

We  shall  see  it,  in  sweet  day  dream. 

The  meek  ones  who  love, 
The  Father  above, 

And  f eeleth  He  maketh  it  all ; 
Tho'  poor  they  may  be. 
Of  all  land  or  sea, 

They  are  the  true  heirs  of  it  all. 
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Shall  YOU  be  (Dissed? 


WILL  any  one  miss  you,  can  you  say, 
When  you  lie  down  at  the  close  of  day  ? 
Will  your  near  and  dear  ones  miss  you  sore 
When  you  leave  them  behind  for  evermore  ? 
Will  they  try  to  follow  your  footsteps  clear, 
In  the  days  to  come,  when  thou  art  not  near  ? 

Will  any  one  miss  you,  can  you  say, — 

The  sick  and  the  sad,  the  merry  and  gay  ? 

Will  they  miss  your  smile  or  your  tender  word  ? 

Will  a  tear  be  dropt,  or  a  heart  be  stirred  ? 
When  you  give  up  your  short  earthly  day  • 
Will  you  leave  behind  you  a  heavenly  ray  ? 

Will  any  one  miss  you,  can  you  say  ? 

Will  they  mourn  you  sore,  at  the  close  of  day  ? 

When  the  news  is  told,  in  the  busy  street, 

That  you  have^gone  the  future  to  meet, 
Will  any  one  say,  we  have  missed  him  sore, 
And  his  tender  love  for  evermore  ? 

'Tis  well  to  be  missed  by  the  sick  and  sad ; 

'Tis  well  to  be  missed  by  the  happy  and  glad  ; 

'Tis  well  to  be  missed  at  the  open  gate, 

Where  we  have  been  welcomed  early  and  late. 
When  we  lie  down  at  the  close  of  day, 
Ah  !  may  we  be  missed  by  some  alway. 

So  may  we  live  to  be  missed  at  last, 
When  our  day  of  life  is  over  and  past  ; 
That  some  true  work  may  be  left  behind 
That  those  who  love  us  may  look  and  find. 
Then  our  memory  may  not  forgotten  be, 
Or  our  smiles  and  tears  in  life's  ministry. 
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Daffodils 


THEY  tell  me  of  bright  springs  long  flown, 
When  youth  the  world  held  as  its  own, 

These  dancing,  yellow  daffodils. 
They  speak  of  years  long  dead  and  past  ; 
Bright,  happy  years,  that  could  not  last ; 
That  could  not  stand  time's  bitter  blast ; 

Those  tender,  golden  daffodils. 

I  see  them  bending  by  the  stream, 
Sweeter  than  any  golden  dream, 

These  dancing,  yellow  daffodils. 
Then  youth's  bright  skies  were  ever  clear  ; 
The  future  held  no  dread  or  fear ; 
For  all  around  was  hope  and  cheer ; 
When  we  saw  golden  daffodils. 

My  heart  is  filled  with  longing  sore, 
I  see  the  faces  loved  once  more, 
With  sighs  of  golden  daffodils. 
But  ah  !  away  beyond  the  sea 
Are  many  loved  ones,  far  from  me  ; 
And  some  are  by  the  'Crystal  sea,' 
Who  loved  the  golden  daffodils. 

They  tell  us  of  a  message  rare, 
They  tell  us  of  a  purer  air, 

These  dancing,  yellow  daffodils. 
To  sick  and  old  they  pleasure  bring, 
As  they  their  sweetest  odours  fling  ; 
They  tell  us  of  a  brighter  '  Spring,' 

These  lovely,  golden  daffodils. 
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6xtled 


THESE  hills  are  clear,  the  sky  is  blue, 

And  lovely  is  the  fairy  scene  ; 
But  ah !  with  all  its  varied  hue, 

It  is  not  like  the  land,  I  ween. 
The  land  of  all  my  sighs  and  dreams, 

The  land  I  love  by  day  and  night ; 
The  land  bright  tinted  with  the  gleams, 

Of  youthful  glamour,  love  and  light. 

The  bunch  of  primrose  near  my  door, 

Each  time  I  look  o'er  grassy  bed ; 
Brings  back  to  me,  the  days  before, 

And  all  the  way  I  have  been  led. 
The  bluebell  in  the  garden  plot, 

Nods  to  me,  as  it  did  of  yore ; 
But  oh  !  it  tells  me  that  my  lot, 

Is  cast  far  off,  from  Scotia's  shore. 

Oft  in  my  dreams,  I  see  thee  lie, 

Thou  bonnie,  bonnie,  west  countrie; 
Under  thy  flecked  and  cloudy  sky, 

Reflected  o'er,  the  broomy  lee. 
Oh  !  beauteous  are  those  southern  seas, 

And  bright  winged  birds,  that  o'er  them  fly, 
But  more  I  love  the  misty  meres, 

Where  curlew  and  the  plover  cry. 

Oh  !  for  the  rugged  hills  so  bare, 

And  burns  that  tumble  down  their  braes 
For  hyacinth  blue,  and  primrose  fair, 

That  gaily  deck  the  roadside  ways. 
Oh !  once  again  to  see  them  all, 

To  see  them  once  again,  I  sigh. 
The  night  comes  on,  the  shadows  fall, 

Life's  even  tide,  it  draweth  nigh. 
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Che  Old  Grandmother 


'  COME,  for  the  days  are  dreary, 

Come,  for  the  hours  are  long,' 
Come  from  the  past,  bright  visions 

To  comfort,  make  me  strong. 
Oh !  let  me  close  my  eyelids, 

And  see  the  visions  clear ; 
Come,  from  afar,  bright  memories, 

And  bring  my  loved  ones  near. 

Come  to  me,  little  children, 

With  all  your  winning  ways, 
You  little  ones  so  tender, 

Gone  in  the  early  days. 
Come,  look,  with  eyes  so  loving 

Into  my  saddened  ones; 
Bring  back  to  me  the  years  gone 

Under  these  Southern  suns. 

I  see  a  lad  so  boy-like, 

Fond  of  his  work  and  play, 
Oh !  years  ago  home  leaving 

Over  the  world  to  stray  ; 
I  see  his  eyes  so  merry, 

Twinkling  with  fun  and  glee, 
Sweet  vision  of  my  boy  bright, 

Stay  near,  aye  near,  to  me. 

I  see  my  little  Jeanie, 

Who  only  oped  her  eyes, 
Then  closed  them  on  the  world-wide, 

To  ope  them  in  the  skies ; 
I  see  my  little  Jamie, 

Who  left  us  long  ago, 
Who  lies  beneath  the  long  grass 

Beyond  the  deep  sea's  flow. 

I  think  I'll  maybe  meet  them 

Beyond  the  setting  sun, 
So  radiant,  young  and  beautiful, 

When  my  long  course  is  run  ; 
And  so  I  wait  with  patience 

As  oft  I  sit  and  knit  ; 
The  years  are  passing  swiftly, 

He'll  send  when  He  sees  fit. 
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I  know  I'm  growing  aged, 

My  hours  are  flowing  on, 
The  almond  tree  doth  blossom, 

The  strength  of  youth  is  gone. 
Come,  for  the  hours  are  weary, 

Come,  for  the  days  are  long, 
Come,  from  the  past,  bright  memories, 

To  comfort,  make  me  strong. 
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Che  Hnt 


I  SAT  me  down  by  the  wayside, 

To  rest  as  I  went  along ; 
And  I  watched  a  busy  ant  hill, 

With  its  almost  countless  throng ; 
Hither  and  thither  they  wandered, 

Aimless  to  watchful  eyes ; 
But  evVy  ant  had  work  to  do, 

Though  weak  and  small  in  size. 

Each  insect  knew  its  proper  way, 

From  morn  till  set  of  sun ; 
Each  small  thing  had  its  work  to  do, 

As  I  watched  them,  one  by  one ; 
Each  creature  had  its  home  to  make, 

Amid  that  busiest  throng ; 
Each  seemed  to  do  its  work  with  will, 

As  I  watched  them  move  along. 

So  I  thought  that  busy  ant  hill 

Was  like  earth's  millions  below, 
One  eye  can  see  all  its  peoples, 

As  they  wander  too  and  fro ; 
One  eye  sees  all  the  happiness, 

And  the  joys  of  this  poor  earth, 
One  eye  sees  all  the  woes  and  griefs, 

And  the  sins  that  gave  them  birth. 

As  I  watched  the  busy  ant  hill, 

I  could  see  it  at  a  glance ; 
But  I  could  not  help  the  weary, 

Or  ever  their  way  advance ; 
My  eye  could  not  guide  the  helpless 

Or  burdened  ant  of  the  hill, 
But  the  eye  of  our  great  Father 

Guideth  whoever  He  will. 
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Cbe  Vestibule  of  Cite 


YOU  think  I  am  growing  old,  dear, 

You,  in  your  youthful  glee ; 
I  am  only  leaving  the  Porch  of  life, 

And  then,  what  glory  to  see ; 
From  the  Porch  to  the  Presence-chamber  grand, 
Where  around  the  Throne  stands  a  glorious  band, 
Singing  praise  to  the  Lord,  at  God's  right  hand, 

Oh !  then  what  glory  to  see. 

Oh!  this  vestibule  is  lovely,  dear, 

This  ante-chamber  of  earth, 
With  its  glints  of  sunshine  and  sparkling  sea, 

Its  beauty  of  daily  birth ; 
But  oh,  when  the  curtain  is  drawn  apart, 
What  rapture  will  break  on  each  loving  heart, 
Of  those  who  waited,  each  one  in  his  part, 

In  this  ante-chamber  of  earth. 

There  are  stumbling  blocks  in  the  porch,  dear, 

Of  sorrow  and  sin  and  guile  ; 
And  oft  are  its  windows  darkened  by  grief, 

The  sun  thro"  them  cannot  smile ; 
But  beyond  the  porch  lies  no  grief  nor  sin ; 
But  bliss  immortal,  its  fair  courts  within  ; 
Death  cannot  enter,  nor  trouble  therein, 

To  those  who  have  gone  ere  while. 

So  you  think  I  am  growing  old,  dear  ; 

I  am  still  but  only  young, 
For  eternal  years  are  before  me  still, 

The  years  that  poets  have  sung ; 
In  that  bright  land,  that  is  fairer  by  far 
Than  the  fairest  land  that  mortals  e'er  saw, 
Without  a  sad  sorrow,  without  a  flaw, 

I  shall  ne'er  be  aught  but  young. 
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& 


Our  Queen— Victoria 


PROTECT  our  Queen !  Oh,  King  of  Kings ! 

Protect  our  sovereign  Queen ; 
Protect  and  shield  from  sorrow's  wings, 

Lord,  keep  our  gracious  Queen ! 
We  praise  Thee,  Lord,  for  her  long  reign, 

Through  all  these  sixty  years ; 
We  bless  Thee,  Lord,  that  Thou  didst  deign 

To  wipe  so  oft  her  tears — 

Protect  Victoria,  gracious  Lord, 
Protect  our  Empress  Queen. 

Protect  our  Queen  !  Oh,  King  of  Kings ! 

Protect  our  much  loved  Queen ; 
This  is  the  anthem  each  one  sings 

In  this  far  distant  scene. 
We  thank  Thee  for  her  record  reign, 

Beneath  Thy  guiding  eye ; 
Her  reign  so  free  from  blot  or  stain, 

So  blessed  from  on  high — 

Protect  Victoria,  gracious  Lord, 
Protect  our  Empress  Queen. 

Protect  our  Queen,  Oh,  King  of  Kings ! 

Protect  our  honoured  Queen 
From  all  the  trouble  age  oft  brings, 

For  Thou  her  Shield  hast  been. 
We  praise  Thee,  Lord,  for  all  the  good 

Bestowed  on  her  great  realm  ; 
We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  Thou  hast  stood 

For  ever  at  the  helm. 

Protect  Victoria,  gracious  Lord, 
Protect  our  Empress  Queen. 

Protect  our  Queen  !  Oh,  King  of  Kings ! 

Protect  our  noble  Queen ; 
Through  all  the  world  Thy  praise  now  rings 

For  goodness  to  our  Queen ; 
For  all  the  joy  we  bless  Thee,  Lord, 

She  hath  met  by  the  way ; 
For  all  the  knowledge  Thou  hast  poured 

Into  the  land  each  day. 

Protect  Victoria,  gracious  Lord, 
Protect  our  Empress  Queen. 
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Protect  our  Queen !  Oh,  King  of  Kings ! 

Protect  her  till  the  end ; 
Prepare  her  for  all  future  things, 

For  all  Thou  deignst  to  send. 
We  in  the  South,  Thee  bless  and  praise, 

For  her  long,  glorious  reign ; 
Our  songs  with  thankfulness  we  raise, 

And  join  the  loyal  strain — 

Protect  Victoria,  gracious  Lord, 
Protect  our  Empress  Queen. 
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Cb*  SCUyside  flower 


IT  is  not  in  the  garden  fine, 
By  tulip  or  by  columbine, 

By  rose  or  poppy  red ; 
But  by  the  humble  wayside  flower, 
With  little  beauty  for  its  dower, 

The  thoughtful  mind  is  fed. 

That  flower  we  see  in  lowly  guise, 
With  modest,  upward-looking  eyes ; 

Like  to  a  humble  soul ; 
That  with  the  shine  and  with  the  shade, 
In  days  of  dismal  darkness  made, 

Its  motions  can  control. 

In  sun's  bright  light,  it  blazes  forth, 
Its  radiant  colours  on  the  earth, 

That  lonely  wayside  flower ; 
In  storm  and  darkness  hides  its  head, 
Till  peace  and  calm  are  over-spread 

And  gone  the  darkest  hour. 

Lo !  still  they  ever  bide  their  time. 
These  humble,  loving,  souls  of  Thine, 

The  faithful,  godly,  poor. 
And  Thou,  who  givest  recompense 
For  all  the  clouds  so  thick  and  dense, 

Thou  wilt  give  sunshine  sure. 

They  may  not  have  a  home  or  place ; 
May  not  be  dowered  by  Beauty's  grace 

Each  lonely  contrite  one ; 
But  sunshine  cometh  from  the  skies, 
Hourly  their  souls  still  upward  rise 

To  Thee,  their  glorious  Sun ! 
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Che  fisher  Boat 


I  LOOKED  across  the  bright  little  bay, 

A  fisherman's  boat  I  saw, 
Lying  so  still,  In  the  sun's  clear  ray, 

Its  shadow  without  a  flaw ; 
And  I  thought  '  All  things  are  passing  away,' 
But  memory  clings  to  the  last  long  day. 

I  saw  the  fisherman  tie  his  boat 

To  a  sea-worn  jetty  near ; 
And  I  saw  in  the  past,  a  boat  afloat, 

And  the  scene  was  bright  and  clear ; 
And  I  thought  '  All  things  are  passing  away,' 
But  memory  clings  to  earth's  long  day. 

I  thought  of  the  careless,  youthful  fold, 
And  I  wiped  away  a  tear; 

For  the  scenes — the  happy  scenes  of  old- 
Were  with  me,  even  here. 

And  I  thought  '  All  things  were  passing  away/ 

But  memory  clings  to  the  last  long  day. 

I  felt  once  more  a  mother's  kiss, 

And  saw  the  father's  smile, 
As  he  sailed  with  the  fisher,  in  perfect  bliss, 

To  the  lonely  Cumbrae  isle. 
And  I  thought '  All  things  are  passing  away,' 
But  memory  clings  to  earth's  long  day. 

The  old  fisher  long  has  '  crossed  the  bar  ' 

To  another  isle  of  peace ; 
And  father  and  mother  have  gone  afar 

Where  love  shall  never  cease  ; 
And  I  thought  '  All  things  were  passing  away,' 
But  memory  clings  to  the  last  long  day. 

Ah  !  memory  clings  to  the  long,  long  life, 

The  memory  of  our  youth  ; 
We  trust  it  will  follow,  thro*  earthly  strife, 

To  the  land  of  leal  and  truth. 
On  earth  '  All  things  are  passing  away,' 
But  memory  ENTERS  eternal  day. 
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friendship 


NOT  the  tow'ring  mountain  height, 
Nor  the  waters  calm  and  bright, 
Not  the  green  trees  on  the  hill, 
Nor  the  whispering,  purling  rill ; 
All  the  charm  of  earth  and  sky, 
Touch  the  heart  and  please  the  eye ; 
But  there's  nothing  Heaven  can  send 
Like  the  face  of  a  true  friend. 

Summer  suns  may  glint  and  glow, 

O'er  the  waters  to  and  fro ; 
Summer  trees  may  shake  their  leaves 
In  the  odorous,  dancing  breeze  ; 

Nature  shows  her  lovely  face, 

With  its  glamour  and  its  grace ; 
Yet  there's  nothing  heaven  can  send 
Like  the  face  of  a  true  friend. 

Riches  oft  may  come  and  go ; 

Health,  position,  with  their  glow  ; 
There  may  be  high  place  and  power 
There  may  be  the  richest  dower — 

Beauty,  intellect,  and  health, 

Revelling  in  this  world's  wealth ; 
But  there's  nothing  heaven  can  send 
Like  the  face  of  a  true  friend. 

We  may  be  the  cynosure 

Of  all  eyes,  both  rich  and  poor ; 
Fairest  gems  may  oft  be  worn, 
O'er  the  heart  with  sorrow  torn  ; 

We  may  wear  the  costliest  dress, 

Yet  be  poor  in  loneliness ; 

or  there's  nothing  heaven  can  send 
Like  the  face  of  a  true  friend. 

In  our  days  of  sickness,  pain, 

What  doth  matter  all  our  gain  ? 
In  our  days  of  loneliness, 
If  we  have  no  heart  to  bless, 

None  in  unison  with  ours, 

Thro'  the  heavy  laden  hours : 
For  there's  nothing  Heaven  can  send 
Like  the  face  of  a  true  friend. 
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Say  ' Something  pleasant' 


'  SOMETHING  pleasant '  always  say, 

All  the  busy  live-long  day, 
As  ye  loving  friends  do  greet, 
Passing  thro'  the  crowded  street ; 

It  will  brighten  oft  an  eye, 

Cheer  the  heart  and  stop  a  sigh. 

'  Something  pleasant '  always  say, 
To  the  young,  the  glad,  the  gay ; 
Keep  them  bright  with  hope  and  cheer, 
Speak  not  of  the  sadness  near ; 
It  will  gladden  e'en  the  young, 
The  kind  sweet  word  upon  the  tongue. 

'  Something  pleasant '  always  say, 

To  the  old  along  the  way ; 
To  the  weary  weather  worn, 
Who  have  all  their  roots  up  torn  ; 

It  will  cheer  the  fainting  heart, 

Fit  it  for  the  future  part. 

'Something  pleasant '  always  say, 

If  it's  possible,  we  pray; 
For  the  world  is  sad  enough, 
And  its  ways  are  drear  and  rough ; 

Turn  to  sunny  side  of  things, 

See  the  joy  the  kind  word  brings. 

So  will  life  to  thee  be  joy, 

With  short  sadness,  for  alloy ; 
So  shall  life  to  all  you  meet, 
Be  a  comfort  when  ye  greet ; 

'  Something  pleasant '  always  say, 

If  it's  possible,  we  pray. 
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Cbirty 

(Wattle  Time,  Pentland  Hills,  Victoria.) 


In  the  days  of  old,  when  we  were  young, 

We  crossed  o'er  these  mountains  grand  ; 
From  the  sea-coast  plain,  with  she-oaks  grey, 

To  the  lovely  pleasant  land. 
We  came  from  the  home  of  mist  and  rain, 

To  the  golden  wattles'  glow, 
In  the  dear  old  days,  when  we  were  young, 

Some  thirty  years  ago. 

Then  the  land  was  young,  and  we  were  young, 

And  each  leaf  whispered  to  me : 
'  You  will  ne'er  grow  old,  in  this  new  world, 

For  'tis  fresh  and  fair  to  see ; 
Its  skies  are  aye  blue,  its  plains  aye  fair, 

The  land  with  hope  is  aglow,' 
For  we  all  were  young,  in  the  dear  old  days 

Some  thirty  years  ago. 

O'er  steep  rocky  hills,  far  up  and  down, 

Of  the  Ironbark  range  we  rode ; 
Festooned  on  each  side  with  love-creepers  strange, 

While  beneath  the  streamlet  flowed ; 
Down  on  each  hand,  were  dingles  and  dells, 

Where  the  ferns  grew  fair  below ; 
Ah  !  we  all  were  young,  in  the  dear  old  days, 

Some  thirty  years  ago. 

And  then  the  fragrance  of  these  grand  heights 

Was  to  us  the  elixir  of  life, 
Away  from  scenes,  and  sorrowful  sights, 

Of  the  old  world  land  of  strife ; 
We  longed  for  friends  to  be  with  us  then, 

To  find  hope  in  the  world  aglow, 
In  the  fair  new  land,  when  we  were  young, 

Some  thirty  years  ago. 

Ah !  we  were  young  then,  and  now  we  are  old, 

And  once  again  I  now  see 
The  beautiful  hills,  and  wattles  like  gold, 
But  ah !  all  is  changed  to  me ; 
The  iron  horse,  with  swiftness  and  power, 

Now  flies  'neath  the  hanging  boughs, 
The  young  folks  are  grey,  and  some  have  gone  home 
Some  thirty  years  ago. 
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H  flower 


ONLY  a  flower,  a  primrose  flower, 

But  the  odour  brings  to  me, 
The  vanished  days  and  the  tangled  ways 

Since  I  sat,  my  friends,  with  thee 
By  the  fair  burn-side,  in  the  eventide, 

And  you  spake  sweet  words  to  me. 
Ah  !  the  world  was  young,  and  we  were  young, 

When  I  said  '  Good-bye  '  to  thee. 

Only  a  flower,  'tis  only  a  flower, 

Grown  in  a  little  bed, 
That  shows  me  a  land,  and  a  happy  band 

Of  comrades  and  friends  all  dead — 
Of  comrades  and  friends  all  dead,  dear  child — 

All  in  the  sweet  long  ago, 
Who  climbed  the  steep  hills,  and  crossed  the  fresh  rills, 

In  life's  early  morning  glow. 

Only  a  flower,  a  hyacinth  flower, 

Grown  on  a  window-sill ; 
But*it  brings  from  the  past,  the  days  overcast, 

And  it  speaks  to  me  sweetly  still 
Of  a  mother's  love,  now  sheltered  above, 

And  it  gives  me  a  joyous  thrill 
To  think  that  at  last,  when  the  years  are  past, 
When  all  earthly  hopes  will  be  overcast, 

I  shall  meet  her,  and  be  with  her  still. 

The  primrose  sweet,  oh  !  the  primrose  sweet, 

Looks  up  'midst  its  bright  green  leaves ; 
A  perfume  it  sheds,  o'er  the  fresh  spring  beds ; 

It  tells  of  fair  coming  sheaves, 
Of  joy  in  a  land,  a  happier  land — 

A  land  that  glory  ne'er  leaves; 
There  we'll  meet  again,  and  be  happier  then, 
In  blissful  days,  far  beyond  our  ken, 

'Mongst  the  blessed  harvest  sheaves. 
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Kindly  faces 


KINDLY  faces  crown  the  day 
When  joy  hovers  o'er  the  way  ; 
When  the  hours  with  gladness  fill, 
Kindly  faces  gladden  still ; 
Kindly  faces  never  cease 
Bringing  to  the  true  heart  peace. 

Kindly  faces  have  a  charm 
Sore,  sad  sorrow  to  disarm; 
Cheering  the  poor  troubled  heart 
Living  long  in  woe  apart ; 
Kindly  faces  have  a  power, 
Soothing  in  grief's  darkest  hour. 

Kindly  faces,  help  the  poor, 

Help  to  make  their  journey  sure ; 

Kindly  faces,  be  with  all, 

Help  the  tempted  when  they  fall ; 

Help  those  under  sin's  sad  reign, 

Give  them  hope  to  break  their  chain. 

Kindly  faces  chase  away 

Sorrow  from  the  dawning  day ; 

Kindly  faces  take  the  sting 

From  each  weary,  troublous  thing ; 

Kindly  faces  here  and  there 

Charm  the  heart  and  soothe  despair. 

Kindly  faces  may  God  bless, 
Helping  those  in  loneliness; 
Kindly  giving  word  and  deed 
To  the  many  aye  in  need  ; 
Kindly  faces  with  their  love 
Give  us  hope  of  joy  above. 

Kindly  faces  at  the  last 

Keep  with  us  still  firm  and  fast ; 

Should  we  be  in  grasp  of  pain, 

Help  us  through  the  sorest  strain ; 

Kindly  faces,  be  with  all 

In  each  home  of  cot  or  hall. 
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Children's  Voices 


THE  echo  of  children's  voices, 

Comes  o'er  the  tangled  shore  ; 
The  echo  of  children's  voices, 

Heard  in  the  days  of  yore ; 
O'er  sea-swept  rocks,  they  ran  in  glee, 

These  same  fair  sands  they  trod  ; 
Now  some  have  gone  to  lands  afar, 

Some  have  gone  back  to  God. 

The  echo  of  children's  voices 

Comes  with  the  sighing  wind ; 
So  happy  and  bright  and  fitful, 

Back  to  the  listening  mind  ; 
We  hear  them  shout  in  their  gladness, 

We  see  their  glistening  feet ; 
All  in  and  out,  through  the  wavelets, 

Where  sand  and  waters  meet. 

Ah  !  gone  are  the  children's  voices 

We  knew  so  long  ago  ; 
We  hear  them  in  dreamland  only, 

With  memory's  glamoured  glow  ; 
So  sadly  we  listen  in  silence, 

Of  hours  at  sunset  fair, 
For  the  happy  children's  voices 

That  sounded  thro'  the  air. 

Now,  hear  we  other  sweet  voices, 

Of  children  just  as  dear 
To  other  hearts  and  loving  homes, 

With  music  sweet  and  clear; 
And  we  love  to  see  them  joyful, 

By  river,  sea,  and  shore ; 
In  and  out,  of  the  waters  clear, 

With  gladness,  as  of  yore. 

The  happy  days  of  the  children, 

Nothing  can  them  surpass ; 
Oh !  let  us  cherish  sweet  childhood, 

For  years  do  swiftly  pass; 
In  strain  and  stress  of  life  they  lose 

Their  youthful  joy  and  hope  ; 
The  mystic  gleams  their  bright  eyes  leave 

When  with  the  world  they  cope. 
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H  Song  of  F>ope  and  Cheer 


OH  !  sing  of  hope,  for  us  to  steer 

Our  lives  through  this  grey  world ; 
Oh  !  sing  a  song  of  joy  and  cheer, 

And  have  our  faith  unfurled. 
Sing  for  the  young,  to  cheer  them  on, 

With  happy-hearted  lays ; 
That  life's  hard  battle  may  be  won 

Throughout  the  coming  days. 

Oh  !  sing  a  song  of  hope  and  cheer 

To  each  true-hearted  one ; 
Oh  !  sing  through  all  the  bright  New  Year 

Till  all  its  days  are  done ; 
That  hope  may  shine  across  their  way 

To  bless  each  loving  hearth ; 
That  cheer  may  come  from  day  to  day 

To  this  poor  weary  earth. 

Oh  !  sing  a  song  of  hope  and  cheer 

To  poor  down-trodden  ones ; 
For  life  is  short,  and  brief  the  year, 

And  quick  the  sand-glass  runs. 
Oh !  sing  of  faith  and  hope  and  joy, 

Sing  of  a  fair  new  home, 
Where  nought  of  sadness  will  alloy 

'Neath  heaven's  holy  dome. 

Then,  let  us  sing  with  gladsome  mien, 

'  Life  is  not  dull  and  drear ;' 
For  aye,  the  brightest  tints  are  seen 

'Mongst  leaves  of  winter  sere. 
Then  sing  to  cheer  the  grey  and  old 

With  hope  of  mansions  fair, 
Beside  the  radiant  streets  of  gold, 

To  rest  for  ever  there. 
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for  the 


CHOOSE  not  a  Love,  without  the  dear  Lord's  blessing 
To  hallow  it  from  all  that's  drear  and  dross. 

His  love  to  follow  you,  through  life  caressing, 
E'en  through  the  gladness  shines  a  weary  cross. 

Choose  not  a  Joy,  unless  the  Lord  be  with  you; 

The  earthly  joys  are  often  mixed  with  tears. 
He  blesses  gladness,  when  'tis  good  and  true, 

As  He  did  often  in  the  long  past  years. 

Choose  not  a  Home,  where  the  dear  Lord  is  not 
Worshipped  and  honoured  as  a  special  guest ; 

Where  He  is  not  the  chief,  and  ne'er  forgot, 
And  aye  to  serve  Him  is  the  daily  quest. 

Choose  not  a  Life,  without  His  gracious  smile 
To  brighten  all  the  hoped-for  future  years; 

No  other  brightness  could  for  you  beguile 
The  sorrow  and  the  often  falling  tears. 

Then  He  will  bless  Thee,  when  the  end  is  near, 
And  comfort  and  sustain  thee  thro'  the  river ; 

Then  you  can  face  the  future  without  fear, 
For  He  will  come,  to  strengthen  and  deliver. 
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Children's 


I  AM  not  worthy,  Lord, 

Thy  goodness  and  Thy  grace 
Have  been  a  two-fold  cord, 

To  show  me  Thy  loved  face. 

I  am  not  worthy,  Lord, 
Of  all  Thy  loving  care ; 

Thou,  the  great  One  adored, 
My  sorrows  Thou  dost  bear. 

I  am  not  worthy,  Lord, 
Of  what  Thou  didst  for  me  ; 

Thy  suff  ring,  oh  !  my  Lord, 
Thy  death  upon  the  tree. 

I  am  not  worthy,  Lord, 
That  Thou  should'st  enter  in 

And  pierce,  as  with  a  sword, 
My  soul,  to  save  from  sin. 

I  am  not  worthy,  Lord, 
Of  all  the  gifts  so  good 

To  me  each  day  outpoured 
From  Thy  great  Fatherhood. 

I  am  not  worthy,  Lord, 
To  dwell  on  high  with  Thee  ; 

Thou,  the  great  King,  adored 
To  all  eternity. 
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Steady  and  Crae 


STEADY  and  true,  boys, 

Steady  and  true ; 
Be  this  your  watchword 

All  the  way  through. 
Down  with  all  evil ; 

Down  with  all  wrong; 
'  For  God  and  for  honour,' 

This  be  your  song. 

Steady  and  true,  boys, 

Steady  and  true ; 
True  to  your  own  hearts, 

In  all  you  do ; 
True  to  conviction, 

Keep  conscience  clear, 
So  shall  your  heart  sing 

Many  a  year. 

Steady  and  true,  boys 

Steady  and  true ; 
True  to  all  goodness, 

What  e'er  you  do. 
Down  with  all  unbelief; 

Down  with  all  sin  ; 
Steady  and  true,  boys, 

So  shall  you  win. 

Steady  and  true,  boys, 

In  your  fair  youth ; 
Be  this  your  motto, 

'  Ever  the  truth.' 
Down  with  self-seeking, 

Aye  for  the  '  right '; 
Down  with  dishonour 

With  strength  and  might. 

Steady  and  true,  boys, 

All  through  your  life, 
Though  troubles  are  thick, 

Cares  even  rife. 
Bright  be  your  spirits 

All  through  the  gloom  ; 
Steady  and  true,  boys, 

Light  will  come  soon. 
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Steady  and  true,  boys, 

Steady  and  true ; 
So  shall  sweet  peace  be 

Even  with  you. 
Looking  aye  upward, 

Whate'er  Heaven's  dole 
On  to  the  sunshine, 

On  to  the  goal. 
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Our  Covenanting  fathers 


FORGET  not  children  of  this  land, 

Your  covenanting  sires  ; 
Who  fought,  a  brave  and  holy  band, 

'Midst  persecution's  fires. 

Who  fought  amid  the  moors  and  hills 

For  freedom  and  for  right ; 
Who  worshipped  God  by  Scotia's  rills, 

And  praised  Him  in  His  might. 

Who  fought  for  all  they  held  most  dear. 

Their  true  and  noble  cause, 
To  worship  God  with  holy  fear, 

And  keep  His  gracious  laws. 

They  hid  amidst  the  hills  and  glens, 

They  slept  afar  from  men ; 
They  had  no  home  but  marshy  fens, 

No  loved  ones  near  them  then. 

Remember,  then,  God's  stricken  ones, 
Who  lie  'neath  Scotland's  braes ; 

Till  the  eternal  Sabbath  comes, 
To  glory  He  will  raise 

All  those  who  for  Him  suffered,  bled, 
All  for  His  cross  and  crown ; 

The  ever  holy,  happy  dead, 
Who  bore  the  world's  dark  frown. 

Then,  children  of  this  southern  land, 

Your  fathers  ne'er  forget ; 
Be  brave  like  them,  a  noble  band, 

Till  earthly  suns  do  set. 
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tittle  Coddling  feet 


LITTLE  trembling,  toddling  feet, 
Climbing  up  the  garden  seat : 
Flitting,  tumbling  in  the  sun, 
Till  the  sunny  days  are  done ; 
Little  reck  ye  of  the  way 
Ye  shall  travel  day  by  clay  ; 
Little  think  ye  of  its  length, 
Trying  all  your  future  strength. 

Little  twinkling,  toddling  feet, 
Running  your  loved  ones  to  meet ; 
Many  a  hill  ye'll  have  to  climb- 
Hills  of  sorrow,  many  a  time . 
Many  a  thorn  ye'll  often  meet, 
More  than  flowers  'mongst  your  feet. 
Keep  your  faith  in  human  kind, 
Cheerful  days  ye  then  shall  find. 

Little  trembling,  toddling  feet, 
Climbing  up  the  garden  seat, 
Pulling  up  the  flowers  small, 
Where  the  tender  shadows  fall ; 
Little  think  ye  of  hard  days, 
Playing  'midst  the  flow'ry  ways; 
Little  reck  ye  of  the  ill 
Life  has  for  the  children  still. 

Little  twinkling,  toddling  feet, 
Playing  'mongst  the  roses  sweet, 
Falling  oft  along  the  road, 
Carrying  many  a  fragrant  load ; 
Loads  of  sorrow  ne'er  may  ye 
Carry,  or  of  misery ; 
Future  years  bring  roses  sweet, 
Gathered  round  thy  gracious  feet. 

Little  trembling,  toddling  feet, 
Running  your  loved  ones  to  greet, 
Cares,  like  thorns,  aye  brush  away, 
As  ye  travel,  day  by  day ; 
Still  have  faith  in  one  and  all, 
Listening  aye  to  duty's  call, 
All  along  thy  life-long  way, 
Heaven  send  blessings  every  day. 
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HU  the  Day  Cong 


As  faithful  birds  their  nestlings  watch, 
Ever  from  ill  their  lives  to  snatch ; 
Faint  emblem  of  the  dear  Lord's  care 
To  His  beloved  everywhere  : 
The  whole  day  long  He  keeps  them  near, 
From  every  want  and  danger  clear. 

The  whole  day  long  in  safety  they 
Tread  with  Him  still  the  narrow  way ; 
Ne'er  tempted  e'er  to  leave  His  side, 
Or  wander  from  the  pathway  wide : 
Under  his  wings  they  safely  lie, 
And  to  His  side  they  ever  fly. 

He  leadeth  them  by  waters  clear, 
Within  His  care  they  know  no  fear ; 
Close  to  His  breast  they  ever  keep, 
Whether  they  wake,  or  while  they  sleep : 
Under  his  wings  they  safely  lie, 
In  danger  to  His  care  they  fly. 

Their  bread  He  breaketh  day  by  day, 
As  still  they  tread  the  narrow  way  ; 
No  want  for  them  who  on  Him  trust, 
No  burning  sun,  or  wintry  gust : 
The  whole  day  long  they  safely  lie, 
In  danger  to  His  care  they  fly. 

And  His  beloved ! — who  are  they 
But  those  who  do  His  word  obey  ? — 
Through  storm  or  calm,  through  good  or  ill, 
Their  hearts  in  peace  He  keepeth  still : 
They  His  beloved — only  they 
Who  do  His  work  and  word  obey. 

Ah !  woe  to  them  who  go  astray, 
They  may  be  snatched  by  bird  of  prey; 
Into  the  waters  deep  may  fall, 
Should  they  not  listen  to  His  call : 
So  let  us  to  His  side  still  fly, 
In  danger  to  Him  ever  hie. 
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Courage 


BRAVELY  bear  the  ills  of  life  ; 

Brother,  sister,  husband,  wife ; 

Bear  the  friction  of  the  road  ; 

Bear  of  cares  each  other's  load  ; 
Cheery  let  the  home  aye  be, 
Sweet  and  true  its  ministry. 

Bravely  bear  the  harshest  tone, 

Think  not  of  it  when  alone ; 

Answer  with  all  patience  meek, 

Others  will  your  footsteps  seek ; 
You  will  stand,  while  others  fall, 
Peaceful  over  troubles  all. 

Bravely  bear  the  dreary  toil. 
And  the  constant  weary  moil ; 
Keep  the  tender  heart  within, 
And  the  thoughts  all  free  from  sin ; 

So  the  home  will  happy  be ; 

Sweet  and  pure  its  ministry. 

Bravely  bear  the  laughing  jeer, 

Never  let  it  cost  a  tear  ; 

Hold  your  head  above  the  din, 

Scandal,  gossip,  full  of  sin ; 

Thus  your  counntenance  will  smile, 
All  along  the  darkest  mile. 

Bravely  bear  untoward  things ; 

Lift  the  heart  on  Faith's  high  wings. 

Then  we  trust  our  Father — God, 

All  along  the  pilgrim  road ; 
Cheery  then  the  home  will  be, 
Sweet  and  pure  its  ministry. 
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Garth's  Cunnels 


THE  children  travel  the  Tunnel  dim, 

With  quivering  hearts  and  fear ; 
Doubting  and  trembling  in  every  limb, 

But  the  father's  hand  is  near ; 
So  they  hold  it  tight,  with  clasp  so  warm, 

And  creep  to  his  loving  side ; 
So  sure  that  nothing  will  do  them  harm, 

No  danger  them  'ere  betide. 

In  every  life  there  are  Tunnels  dark, 

Of  suffering,  sorrow  and  sin ; 
The  darkest  Tunnel  is  when  the  spark 

Of  life  goes  out  within  ; 
Beyond  the  darkness  of  death  and  pain 

Is  the  brightening  glory  clear ; 
We  hear  the  music  of  heaven's  strain, 

When  our  Saviour  will  appear. 

Oh!  the  joy,  when  the  Tunnel  is  past, 

And  the  sun  in  glory  seen  ; 
The  children  forget  the  fear  at  last, 

Or  anguish  that  might  have  been; 
The  boy  will  cling  to  his  father's  side, 

Thro'  the  Tunnel  and  darkness  drear ; 
So  God's  own  children,  whate'er  betide, 

Aye  keep  to  him  ever  near. 

Oh  !  let  us  cling  to  the  Father's  hand, 

Within  His  encircling  arm; 
Trusting  Him  fully,  at  His  command, 

That  He  will  let  nought  us  harm  ; 
If  the  earthly  father  can  keep  his  child 

Secure  in  his  loving  care, 
Shall  not  the  heavenly  Father  mild, 

Aye,  keep  us  everywhere. 
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H  flower 


ONLY  a  flower,  a  primrose  flower, 

But  the  odour  brings  to  me 
The  vanished  days,  and  the  tangled  ways, 

Since  I  sat,  my  friends,  with  thee 
By  the  fair  burn-side,  in  the  eventide, 

And  you  spake  sweet  words  to  me. 
Ah  !  the  world  was  young,  and  we  were  young, 
And  the  words  of  hope  were  on  your  tongue 

When  I  said  '  Good-bye  to  thee.' 

Only  a  flower,  a  hyacinth  flower, 

Grown  on  a  window  sill ; 
But  it  brings  from  the  past  the  days  overcast, 

And  it  speaks  to  me  sweetly  still 
Of  a  mother's  love,  now  sheltered  above, 

And  it  gives  me  a  joyous  thrill 
To  think  that  at  last,  when  the  years  are  past, 
When  all  earthly  hopes  will  be  overcast, 

I  shall  meet  her,  and  be  with  her  still. 

Only  a  flower ;  'tis  only  a  flower, 

Grown  in  a  little  bed, 
That  shows  me  a  land,  and  a  happy  band 

Of  comrades  and  friends  all  dead, 
Of  comrades  and  friends  all  dead,  dear  child, 

All  in  the  sweet  long  ago, 
Who  climbed  the  steep  hills  and  crossed  the  fresh  rills 

In  life's  early  morning  glow. 

The  primrose  sweet,  oh !  the  primrose  sweet, 

Looks  up  'midst  its  bright-green  leaves ; 
A  perfume  it  sheds  o'er  the  fresh  spring  beds, 

It  tells  of  fair  coming  sheaves. 
Of  joy  in  a  land,  a  happier  land, 

A  land  that  glory  ne'er  leaves. 
There  we'll  meet  again,  and  be  happier  then, 
In  blissful  days,  far  beyond  our  ken, 

'Mongst  the  blessed  harvest  sheaves. 
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evening  Glory 


SPEAK  a  word  down  through  this  great  flood  of  glory, 
Oh !  just  a  word  through  the  bright  golden  gates, 

Tell  me  a  bit  of  your  long,  sweet  life  story, 
Since  you  left  the  earth,  where  a  loved  one  waits. 

What  have  you  seen,  in  the  city  so  golden, 
What  have  you  heard  on  its  fair  jewelled  walls, 

Who  have  you  met  of  the  martyrs  so  olden, 
Up  in  the  land,  where  the  great  glory  falls. 

Oh  !  we  have  listened  for  words,  aye  so  tender, 
Strewn  round  our  path,  in  this  earth  gloaming  light, 

Now,  they  are  lost,  in  the  distance  of  splendour ; 
Shall  we  yet  hear  them,  where  there  is  no  night  ? 

There  is  a  vision  of  angels  descending, 

Close  to  us  now,  down  the  pathway  of  light ; 
Bring  they  a  message,  through  glory  transcending, 
A  message  of  love,  from  those  out  of  sight. 

Cloudlets  of  splendour,  are  quickly  flying, 
The  gateways  of  heaven  are  closing  fast ; 

But  never  a  word,  through  the  daylight  dying, 
Comes  to  us  waiting,  of  love  in  the  past. 


The  glory  has  gone,  the  darkness  is  coming, 
Up  the  great  river,  with  swift  winged  feet ; 

But  not  a  word,  save  the  wavelets  low  moaning, 
Beloved  !  beloved !  when  shall  we  meet  ? 

Say  shall  we  meet  when  the  glory  is  beaming, 
There  at  the  Throne  of  the  Godhead  for  aye  ? 

From  thence,  throughput  all  the  universe  streaming, 
Shines  radiant  the  light  of  eternal  day. 
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Cbe  She-Oah 


WE  sit  round  the  fire,  on  a  winter's  night, 
And  the  wood  burns  warm  and  clear ; 

But  our  thoughts  fly  off  to  the  woodlands  bright 
And  the  she-oak's  branches  sere. 

We  all  delight  in  the  comforting  blaze, 
Round  the  cheerful  room  it  glows. 

On  the  hill  we  see,  in  the  sun's  bright  rays, 
Its  sombre,  feathery  boughs. 

The  laughter  and  voices  round  us  are  still, — 

Once  more  in  the  bush  we  stand ; 
The  blue  sky  above,  and  the  mountain  rill, 

That  flows  through  the  pleasant  land. 

The  children  sit  still,  'neath  its  branches  fair, 

And  wonder  whatever  they  say, 
As  they  murmur  and  wave,  in  the  sparkling  air, 

Through  the  beautiful  sunny  day. 

'  Tells  the  oak,'  say  they,  '  of  the  wavelet's  noise, 

Far  off  o'er  the  dark'ning  lea?' 
With  closed  eyes  they  list  to  its  lonesome  voice. 

And  say,  '  We  are  near  the  sea.' 

Yes !  it  tells  of  home,  its  home  near  the  wave 
(As  the  shell  of  its  mother  the  sea) ; 

Both  murmur  the  song  their  restless  home  gave, 
And  echo  it  back  to  thee. 


Still  the  wood  burns  bright,  and  home  comes  our  thought, 

'  Oh  !  the  fire  is  lovely,  we  hear  '; 
So  the  she-oak  tree,  from  its  far  home  brought, 

Still  fulfils  its  mission  clear. 

In  death  it  is  even  most  beautiful, 

As  its  flames  burn  clear  and  bright ; 
It  blesses  and  comforts  each  weary  soul, 

When  summer  is  out  of  sight. 

In  life,  may  our  lives  be  tender  and  true, 

Whispering  of  unseen  things ; 
In  death,  may  our  faith  burn  steadfast  and  pure, 

Surrounded  by  angels'  wings. 
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St.  Hndrew's  Clock 


BROUGHT  o'er  the  ocean's  seething  foam, 
It  cheered  the  exiles  in  their  home, 
Many  and  many  a  year  ago, 
When  the  dark  race  was  a  dire  foe, 

The  old  clock  in  the  tower, 

Telling  the  passing  hour. 

Sad  tales  of  sorrow  it  could  tell ; 
Of  the  lone  prisoner  in  his  cell ; 
Of  the  poor  outcast's  weary  moan ; 
And  of  the  convicts'  dying  groan ; 

The  old  clock  in  the  tower, 

Telling  the  passing  hour. 

The  watchers  by  the  sick  bed  drear, 
Its  tones  have  heard  for  many  a  year ; 
And  eager  children  in  their  glee, 
Look  up  to  it  from  tasks  set  free, 

The  old  clock  in  the  tower, 

Telling  the  passing  hour. 

Its  face  has  looked  on  bridal  pair ; 
And  on  the  infant,  sweet  and  fair ; 
It  oft  has  seen  the  mourners  pass, 
To  lay  their  dear  one  'neath  the  grass, 

The  old  clock  in  the  tower, 

Telling  the  passing  hour. 

It  ever  looks  out  on  the  sea, 

In  all  its  changeful  mystery  ; 

Ah  !    Some  loved  sons  of  Tasman's  race, 

Ne'er  have  returned  to  see  its  face. 

The  old  clock  in  the  tower, 

Telling  the  passing  hour. 

The  old  clock  in  the  tower, 
Sees  generations  come  and  go, 
Like  the  clear  Derwent's  ebb  and  flow, 
And  yet  the  young  look  up  and  say, 
The  clock  is  all  for  us  to-day. 

The  old  clock  in  the  tower, 

Telling  the  passing  hour. 
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Co    (By   father 


Across  the  gulf  of  sixty  years, 

I  see  my  father  stand, 
A  figure  tall  amidst  his  peers, 

As  brave  as  in  the  land  ; 
He  left  the  heritage  of  truth 

To  all  who  followed  him, 
And  through  the  years  of  joy  or  ruth, 

His  memory  is  not  dim. 

My  dear  old  father  used  to  sing 

'  By  Babel's  Streams  '  to  me, 
When  I,  a  little  child,  did  bring 

My  toys  unto  his  knee ; 
He  little  thought  in  these  old  days, 

How  far  across  the  sea, 
The  child  he  loved,  in  exile's  ways 

Would  stray,  old  home,  from  thee. 

And  when  the  Martyr's  graves  so  bare, 

He  saw  across  the  green, 
His  face  lit  up,  with  glory  rare, 

As  seldom  e'er  was  seen  ; 
For  he  was  of  the  Martyr's  mould, 

The  father  I  revered, 
His  heart  was  with  the  Saints  of  old, 

Whose  lives  with  woe  were  seared. 

Oh !  father  dear,  your  loving  eye 

Looks  on  me  from  above, 
Amidst  the  glory  of  the  sky, 

Your  heart  beats  still  with  love ; 
And  now  the  time  is  coming  near 

When  I  shall  see  thee  soon, 
My  father  loved,  and  ever  dear, 

In  heaven's  eternal  noon. 
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G'etrin'  Brings  a'  F)am* 


THE  cattle  cum  frae  cloon  the  hills  : 

The  bairns  frae  oot  the  cauld  ; 
The  wee  birds  flee  aff  tae  their  nests  ; 

The  sheep  creep  tae  the  fauld  ; 
The  puniest  anes  o'  a*  the  airth, 

If  ony  hame  they  hae, 
Cum  daun'erin'  back  tae  it  at  nicht, 

Sae  wearie  an'  sae  wae, 

For  e'enin'  brings  a'  hame. 

The  schuleboy  bold,  wi'  a'  his  buiks, 

The  maiden  frae  her  game  ; 
A'  meet  aroon'  the  bonnie  fire, 

An"  a'  are  welcome  hame  ; 
They  tell  aboot  their  daily  ploys  ; 

They  laugh,  an'  joke,  an'  sing; 
They  a'  are  happy,  i'  the  hoose, 

The  vera  waas  dae  ring, 

For  e'enin'  brings  a'  hame. 

But  midst  the  steer  a'ben  the  hoose, 

An'  a'  the  fun  an'  glee, 
The  mither's  hairt  leaps  tae  her  mouth, 

An'  tears  they  dim  her  e'e  ; 
For  weel  she  kens  that  comin'  days 

Will  see  them  scattered  a'  ; 
Oot  o'  the  hame,  frae  a'  its  love, 

What  will  them  then  befa'  ? 

The  e'enin'  brings  na'  hame. 

Sae  years  gae  bye,  the  empty  chairs, 

Sit  roon'  the  room  so  straicht  ; 
The  mither's  hairt  wi'  memories, 

Is  sair  cast  doon  the  nicht  ; 
For  sum  hae  gane  richt  up  abune, 

An'  sum  hae  travelled  noo; 
The  e'enin'  light  ne'er  brings  them  hame, 

At  mither's  knee  tae  boo, 

The  e'enin'  brings  na'  hame. 

The  e'enin'  o'  oor  fitful  life, 

Draws  doon  upon  us  sune  ; 
An'  mithers  lang  tae  ken  their  bairns, 

Will  follow  them  abune  ; 
After  the  storms  an'  cares  o'  life, 

An'  a'  the  wark  is  gane, 
Will  a'  the  dear  anes  meet  up  there, 

Will  e'enin'  see  a'  hame  ? 
The  e'enin'  sees  a'  hame. 
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Oh  1  Father  God,  bring  Thou  a'  hame, 

The  wearie  anes  o'  airth ; 
The  sinful,  sad,  the  sorrowful, 

Give  them  the  second  birth ; 
Oh !  bring  them  hame  frae  mony  lands 

Frae  islands  o'  the  sea ; 
Tae  live  forever  wi'  their  Lord, 

An,  be  at  hame  wi'  Thee; 

The  e'enin'  brings  a'  hame. 
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Hppleringie 


WHEN  feelin'  Appleringie's  scent, 
My  hairt  wi'  longing  sore  is  rent, 

An'  tears— the  tears,  they  dim  my  e'en ; 

For  back  come  days  that  aince  hae  been  ; 
Oh !  it  brings  hame  sae  clear  tae  me, 
The  sichts  an'  soun's  o'  infancy. 

A  wee  bit  toun,  nae  place  for  fame, 

And  yet  wi'  love,  we  speak  its  name  ; 
Sae  far  awa'  we  bide  the  noo, 
Sae  lang  a  journey  we've  gane  thro' ; 

The  Appleringie  brings  a'  back, 

And  a'  the  love  we  didna  lack. 

We  see  the  kirk  set  on  the  hill, 

We  scent  the  Appleringie  still ; 

Thro'  sermons  lang  in  auld  lang  syne, 
The  bairnies  played  wi'  't,  a'  the  time  ; 

The  mother  pushed  it  in  oor  palms, 

Tae  kape  us  quate,  tae  list  the  psalms. 

The  mother,  oh !  I  see  her  face, 
A  bonnie  face,  wi'  youthfu'  grace ; 
The  father  climb't  the  steep  hill  brae, 
A  silent  man,  wi'  nocht  tae  say; 
The  auld  kirk  look't  sae  big  an'  graun, ' 
We  thocht  nane  like  it  i'  the  laun.' 

On  Sabbaths  sweet,  it  aye  seemed  fit 

That  bonnie  maids  should  hae  a  bit ; 
It  lay  atween  their  Bible  true, 
An'  kerchef  whitened  wi'  the  dew : 

Sae  it  grew  in  a  sunnie  spot, 

In  ilka  gairden  o'  the  Scot. 

But  noo,  the  bairnies  dinna  ken 

The  love  for  Appleringie  then ; 
The  young  folk  dinna  ken  its  worth, 
On  this  side  o'  oor  bonnie  earth ; 

Some  day  '  the  wattle'  will  bring  tears 

Tae  some  wha  wander  thro'  the  years. 

May  they,  the  children  o'  the  Sooth, 
Love  their  ane  Ian'  thro'  weal  or  ruth  ; 
Sic  love  as  did  oor  fathers  bear 
Tae  their  auld  hame  tae  do  an'  dare  ; 
Sic  love  may  a'  their  children  hae, 
Tae  every  mountain,  heugh  an'  brae 
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H  Scottish  Sabbath  in  a  Southern  Catid 


IT  is  Sabbath  in  the  '  auld  manse,' 

Sae  cheerie  an'  sae  bricht ; 
The  blythest  day  o'  a'  the  week, 

Frae  morning's  sun  till  nicht. 
The  young  folk  a*  sae  neat  an'  trig, 

Sweet  psalms  an'  hymns  they  croon ; 
The  mither's  face  is  lichted  up, 

Tho'  sometimes  sair  cast  doon. 

The  hoose  o'  God  claims  mony  hoors, 

Frae  oot  the  '  auld  manse '  hame ; 
Oh  !  happy  are  the  young  folk  a' 

Tae  see  the  folk  the  same ; 
Tae  worship  i'  the  Father's  hoose 

Wi'  a'  the  f rien's  sae  dear ; 
An'  noo  an'  then  some  aye  come  in 

Tae  taste  the  '  auld  manse '  cheer. 

An  eident  time  it  is  for  a' 

Frae  early  morn  tae  nicht ; 
Nae  idleness  amang  the  bairns, 

As  lang  there's  ony  licht ; 
An'  then  there's  psalms  an'  readings  fine, 

Tae  while  awa'  the  time ; 
For  wark  is  laid  aside  for  a' 

Frae  morning's  sun  tae  dyne. 

Then  roun'  the  fire,  sae  clear  at  e'en, 

The  faither  taks  his  rest, 
After  the  toilsome,  busy  day, 

He  chats  wi'  a'  the  rest ; 
They  talk  o'  a'  that's  come  an'  gane 

Thro'  all  the  lang  past  time, 
Syne  they  hae  left  the  dear  auld  hame 

In  days  of  '  auld  lang  syne,' 

Oh !  emblem  of  the  Father's  hoose, 

The  eternal  Sabbath  lang ; 
Nae  weariness  will  e'er  be  there, 

But  service  sweet  and  strong. 
Oh !  lichtsome  Sabbath  day  to  us, 

We  thank  God  for  ilk  ane, 
That  comes  tae  us  sae  silently, 

An'  for  a'  these  lang  gane. 
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Ne'er  let  the  braggart  infidel 

Tak  frae  us  sic'  a  boon 
As  oor  dear  Sabbath  day  has  been, 

In  ilk  auld  Scottish  toun  ; 
Sweet '  day  of  rest '  we  still  will  keep 

Thee  in  the  '  new  land '  here, 
Altho'  we  are  sae  far  awa' 

Frae  a'  that  ance  was  dear. 

Sae  far  awa'  frae  Scotia's  hills 

The  '  auld  kirk'  lifts  its  head, 
To  tell  the  folks  o'  this  south  land 

O'  a'  its  ancient  dead ; 
An'  a'  the  anes  wha  died  for  it, 

Noo  lying  i'  the  sod, 
Wha  dearly  loved  their  '  Sabbath  day ' 

An"  their  dear  faither's  God. 
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Hre  a'  the  Children  Jn  ? 


ARE  a'  the  children  in,  mother  ? 

Are  a'  the  bairnies  in  ? 

The  day's  near  dune,  and  the  glpamin"  comes. 
An'  the  darknin'  thunder  cloud  it  looms, 
An'  the  nicht  is  drawin'  in,  mother, 

Are  a'  the  bairnies  in  ? 

Oh !  bring  the  children  in,  mother, 
Oh !  bring  the  bairnies  in ; 

Some  are  awa'  amang  the  giddy  joys, 

Seeking  the  pleasure  that  ever  cloys ; 

Oh  !  bring  the  children  in,  mother, 
Oh !  bring  the  bairnies  in. 

Oh  !  for  the  vanished  time,  mother, 
When  a'  the  bairns  were  in  ; 

Noo  they  are  scattered  sae  far  an'  wide  ; 

An'  the  darkness  falls  at  eventide ; 

Oh  !  for  the  vanished  time,  mother, 
When  a'  the  bairns  were  in. 

The  nicht  of  life  creeps  on,  mother, 

The  bairns  are  no  yet  in  ; 
The  shadows  are  fallin'  thick  an'  fast ; 
An'  oor  day  o'  work  will  soon  be  past ; 
An'  some  are  no  i'  the  fold,  mother, 

The  bairns  are  no  yet  in. 

Oh  !  pray  at  the  midnicht  hoor,  mother, 
Afore  death's  midnicht  comes ; 

Pray  that  ilk  ane  may  be  safely  hoosed, 

An'  from  a'  the  wiles  of  Satan  loosed  ; 

Oh !  pray  at  the  midnicht  hoor,  mother, 
That  the  bairns  may  a'  come  in. 

Doot  na  the  word  o'  the  Lord,  mother, 
Doot  na  His  ain  true  word ; 

But  lean  on  His  precious  promise  true, 

Fulfilled  it  will  be  to  yours  an'  you ; 

The  bairns  will  a'  be  brocht  in,  mother, 
The  bairns  will  a'  be  in. 


Thank  God,  they  are  a'  in,  mother, 

Thank  God,  the  bairns  are  in  ; 

Oh !  glad  we  are,  in  the  streets  of  gold, 

To  greet  them  safe,  in  the  radiant  fold  ; 

Thank  God,  the  children  are  in,  mother, 
That  a'  the  bairns  are  in. 
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Oor  Htn  folk 


OOR  ain  folk,  oor  ain  folk, 

Ah  !  happy  wud  we  be, 
Gin  we  cud  get  a  glint  o'  them 

Across  the  wearie  sea. 
Gin  we  cud  get  a  glint  o'  them, 

We  wud  gae  mony  a  mile 
Tae  see  their  auld  grey  hairs  again, 

And  their  bricht  sunnie  smile. 

Oor  ain  folk,  oor  ain  folk, 

Ah !  happy  wud  we  be, 
Gin  we  cud  see  them,  ane  an"  a', 

As  they  were  wont  tae  be. 
But  sum  hae  gane  tae  their  bricht  hame, 

Aboon  the  bonnie  lift, 
Tae  meet  wi'  us,  nae  mair  again, 

Till  all  the  world's  adrift. 

Oor  ain  folk,  oor  ain  folk, 

Ah  !  there  were  none  like  these. 
An'  yet  they  flyted  us  sae  sair 

Aftimes  in  childhood's  days. 
Ah  !  these  auld  days,  what  wud  we  gae 

Tae  hae  them  aince  again  ? 
But,  never  mair  will  they  cum  back, 

Gin  we  were  aye  sae  fain. 

Oor  ain  folk,  oor  ain  folk, 

Ah  !  happy  wud  we  be, 
Gin  we  cud  see  the  auld  kirk-yaird 

Where  they  lie,  'yont  the  sea ; 
Where  grows  the  snowdrops  i'  the  snow 

Aboon  the  willin'  haun's; 
Where  lie  the  anes  that  loed  us  weel 

Till  the  great  Sabbath  dawns. 

Oor  ain  folk,  oor  ain  folk, 

We  canna  lie  beside, 
For  mony  a  mile's  atween  us  noo, 

An'  waters  wild  an'  wide. 
But  noo  our  folk,  our  ain  auld  folk, 

They  make  the  heavens  seem  near ; 
We'll  gae  noo  kin'ly  tae  oor  hame, 

Without  a  doobt  or  fear. 


90  SCOTTISH 

Oor  ain  folk,  oor  ain  folk, 

Oh  !  let  us  couthie  be 
Wi'  those  still  wi'  us  roond  aboot, 

The  young  an'  auld  we  see. 
Aye,  let  us  speak  a  kin'ly  word, 

An'  dae  a  kin'ly  deed ; 
We  dinna  ken  hoo  long  we'll  hae 

Oor  ain  folk  in  oor  need. 
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Che  Bonnie  Bairns 


GOD  bless  the  bonnie  bairnies,  aye  scamperin'  roun'  the  hoose  ! 
Wi'  a'  their  queer  auld  farrant  ways,  sae  canty  and  sae  crouse. 
Gie'  them  a  happy  spring-time,  tae  help  them  in  the  ficht, 
And  let  the  auld  folks  dae  their  best  to  make  it  sweet  and  bricht. 

The  flowerets  of  the  flock  are  the  bairnies  sma'  and  wee, 
Sae  gleg  an'  cantie  i'  their  ways,  fillin'  the  hoose  with  glee ; 
The  present  is  the  time  for  them,  they  mak'  us  a'  forget 
The  sorrow  an1  the  trouble  here  that  roun'  the  world  is  set. 

The  bonnie  bonnie  bairnies,  in  their  shouting  an'  their  fun, 
Mak'  aye  the  days  seem  shorter,  and  the  hoors  aye  faster  run ; 
Till  some  sad  morning  we  awake  tae  fin'  them  here  nae  mair, 
But,  like  oorsels,  wi'  mony  cares  an'  mony  sorrows  sair. 

Ah !  then  we  often  wish  we  had  been  kinder  to  them  a' 

That  we  had  made  their  childhood's  days  without  a  cloud  to  fa' : 

But  Time  for  us  will  never  turn,  an'  we  can  naething  dae, 

But  counsel  them  an'  help  them  through  their  troubles  by  the  way. 

Sae,  aye  help  the  bonnie  bairnies  in  a'  their  fun  an*  glee  ! 
An'  never  grudge  them  ony  play  if  it  a'  richt  may  be ; 
An'  hide  far  doon  in  oor  auld  hearts  the  sorrow  and  the  wae ; 
Aye,  show  them  a'  the  sunny  side  that  comes  tae  us  ilk  day. 

Sae,  God  bless  the  bonnie  bairnies  that  play  oot  i'  the  sun  ! 
May  sunlight  ever  compass  them  through  a'  the  years  that  run ; 
An'  may  the  clouds  o'  sorrow  break  far  frae  each  sunny  heid ! 
An'  may  their  lives  be  fu'  and  bricht  wi'  mony  a  helpful  deed. 
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Ctpptn  F)im  wi'  it  a' 


Dinna  be  sad,  wi'  trouble  an'  wae, 
But  gang  tae  your  knees  tae  Him,  and  pray, 
Who  dwells  aboon  the  bonnie  blue  lift, 
Wha  will  the  guid  frae  the  evil  sift, 
An'  lippen  Him  wi'  it  a'. 

Dinna  be  dowie  aboot  the  morn, 
He  kens  the  way  the  breezes  are  borne  ; 
He  kens  the  future,  if  good  or  ill, 
Tho'  sair  cast  doon,  aye  trust  in  Him  still, 
An'  lippen  Him  wi'  it  a*. 

Dinna  be  waefu',  with  heart  sae  sair 
Aboot  your  bairnies'  troubles  or  care  ; 
He  promised  they  ne'er  wud  beg  their  bread, 
He'll  keep  them  a'  in  their  time  o'  need, 
Sae  lippen  Him  wi'  it  a'. 

Dinna  be  faithless,  but  luik  on  high, 
He  bends  aye  doonward  tae  hear  oor  cry  ; 
He  kens  for  you  an'  me  what  is  best 
Tae  lead  us  on  tae  oor  heavenly  rest. 
Sae  lippen  Him  wi'  it  a.' 

Sae  lippen  oor  dear  anes  tae  His  care, 
Trust  Him  for  ever,  aye  mair  an'  mair ; 
Trust  Him  for  food  an'  raiment  an'  a', 
Trust  Him  tae  keep  them,  when  like  tae  fa', 
An'  lippen  Him  wi'  it  a'. 

Lippen  a'  things  tae  the  Lord  aboon, 
Then  will  the  joy  o'  the  Lord  come  doon  ; 
Be  it  life  or  death,  or  joy  or  wae, 
Lippen  a'  things,  frae  ilk  day  tae  day, 
Aye  lippen  Him  wi'  it  a'. 
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Regret 


I  WISH  my  children  were  bairnies  again, 

An'  runnin'  aboot  the  braes 
Wi'  hearts  sae  licht,  and  their  e'en  sae  bright, 

An'  careless  o'  a'  their  claithes. 
Runnin'  an'  tumblin'  ower  castles  o'  sand, 

An'  wettin'  their  blackened  shoon, 
Expectin'  tae  catch  the  bonnie  wee  fish 

With  a  wee  bit  crooked  pin. 

I  wish  they  were  a'  wee  laddies  again, 

Gaun  oot  i'  the  early  morn, 
Their  buiks  i'  their  bags,  an'  comin'  a'  hame 

Wi'  jackets  sae  sairly  torn. 
I  wish  I  could  bring  a'  the  auld  days  back 

When  I  had  needle  an'  thread, 
Aye,  ready  tae  mend  the  tare  an'  the  rent, 

Then  speak  a  guid  word  in  need. 

I  wish  I  could  see  them  a'  safe  i'  their  beds, 

Jist  happit  an'  cosie  in, 
Their  prayers  said  low  i'  the  gloamin'  licht 

Wi'  scarcely  a  thocht  o'  sin. 
Ah  !  weel  for  the  days  that  are  a'  lang  gane, 

Returnin'  to  us  nae  mair, 
For  the  bairnies  are  oot  frae  the  happy  hame, 

An'  the  heart  is  wae  an'  sair. 

An'  tho'  they  were  hard,  a'  these  dear  auld  days, 

Wi'  mony  a  pain  an'  ache, 
The  heart  was  sae  licht  when  the  wark  was  on, 

For  nought  was  grudged  for  their  sake. 
The  best  was  aye  done  for  a'  the  wee  bairns, 

An'  faith  luiked  up  aboon 
To  Him  who  fulfils  His  gracious  word, 

Be  it  late,  or  be  it  sune. 

Sae,  noo  they  are  oot  i'  the  world's  wide  ways, 

Wi'  cares  an'  waes  o'  their  ain. 
Tae  help  them  tae  bear  a'  the  wearie  days 

The  heart  is  anxious  wi'  pain, 
But  there's  little  tae  dae,  but  kneel  an'  pray 

To  the  Christ  who  overcame, 
Tae  help  the  puir  bairns,  when  tempted  wrang, 

Till  they  reach  the  heavenly  hame. 
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Kith  and  Kin 


ALANG  the  rosie  path  o'  life 

Ye  may  dance  doon  wi'  glee  ; 
Wi'  young  companions,  ever  rife, 

Wi'  sang  an'  minstrelsy  ; 
But  there's  nane  tae  help  like  ye're  ain  kin, 

Ye're  ain  kith  an'  kin. 

Ye  may  gang  'roon  this  bonnie  warld, 

An'  mony  frien's  may  meet, 
Tae  join  ye  in  new  joys  unfurled, 

An'  ye're  haun's  aye  tae  greet; 
But  there's  nane  tae  help  like  ye're  ain  kin, 

Ye're  ain  kith  an'  kin. 

An'  ye  may  sit  at  hame  sae  lang, 
While  frien's  like  meteors  cross 

Your  sunnie  path,  with  joke  and  sang, 
But  in  the  hoor  of  loss, 

There's  nane  tae  help  like  ye're  ain  kin, 
Ye're  ain  kith  an'  kin. 

The  ties  o'  kin  are  stronger  aye 
Than  youthfu'  friendships  dear ; 

Or  company  that's  blythe  an'  gay, 
An'  never  sheds  a  tear  ; 

For  there's  nane  tae  help  like  ye're  ain  kin, 
Ye're  ain  kith  an'  kin. 

But  wae  for  those  whose  kith  an'  kin 

Are  far  off  over  the  sea ; 
There's  nane  tae  comfort  them,  an'  rin 

Tae  help  when  sorrows  be, 
There's  nane  tae  soothe  like  ye're  ain  kin, 

Ye're  ain  kith  an'  kin. 

Sae  care  for  those,  ye're  kith  and  kin, 

An'  treasure  a'  their  love  ; 
Ye'll  lang  for  it,  if  far  awa', 

Or  if  'tis  taen  above, 
For  there's  nane  tae  help  like  ye're  ain  kin, 

Ye're  ain  kith  an'  kin. 
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'Pit  a  Stout  I)eart  tae  a  Ste?  Brae' 


THERE'S  mony  braes,  as  ye  a'  ken 
In  oor  short  journey  nop  an'  then; 
We  meet  them  daunderin'  doon  the  road, 
Far  mair  than  we  can  think  or  bode  ; 
Sae  pit  a  stout  heart  tae  ilk  brae, 
As  ye  aye  daunder  lang  the  way. 

There's  mony  braes  in  youth's  bricht  prime, 
They  canna  see  the  way  tae  climb  ; 
They  canna  see  the  ither  side, 
There's  ne'er  a  ane  tae  be  their  guide; 
But  pit  a  stout  heart  tae  ilk  brae, 
As  ye  aye  daunder  lang  the  way. 

There's  hard  stiff  braes  in  life's  great  thrang, 

We  canna  climb  without  a  pang; 

At  ilka  turning  o'  the  road 

We  meet  the  braes  that  ithers  trod  ; 
But  pit  a  stout  heart  tae  ilk  brae, 
As  ye  aye  daunder  doon  the  way. 

An'  sae  there's  braes  in  latest  life — 
The  braes  o'  sorrow,  wae,  an'  strife—- 
The braes  o'  weakness,  pain,  an'  daith ; 
We  maun  climb  a'  the  braes  in  faith; 
Sae  pit  a  stout  heart  tae  ilk  brae. 
As  ye  gang  daunderin'  doon  the  way. 

We  maun  luik  up  tae  our  gran'  Guide, 
Wha  never  leaves  oor  weary  side; 
An'  ne'er  sit  doon,  wi'  tired  feet, 
But  owercome  a'  the  braes  we  meet. 
Sae  let  us  a'  courageous  be, 
An'  troubles  a'  frae  us  will  flee. 


96  SCOTTISH 


3d*  Hre  jfust  Daundmn'  F>ame 


SOME  hae  gane  hame  by  the  shortest  road, 
Only  the  gowans  their  feet  hae  trod ; 
The  bairnies  wha'  climbed  the  faither's  knee, 
And  were  aye  the  licht  of  their  mither's  e'e, 
For  we  are  a'  daunderin'  hame,  bairns, 
We  are  jist  daunderin'  hame. 

Some  hae  daunder'd  a  lang,  lang  road, 
Through  mist  an'  darkness  their  feet  hae  trod ; 
Their  e'en  hae  been  blinded  wi'  mony  a  tear, 
As  the  days  gaed  past  f rae  year  to  year ; 
For  we  are  a'  daunderin'  hame,  bairns, 
We  are  jist  daunderin'  hame. 

Some  hae  gane  doon  the  sunniest  road, 
While  frien's  on  the  right  an'  left  hae  trod ; 
Helping  them  ower  the  styles,  by  the  way, 
Wi'  mony  a  smile  and  lauchter  gay  ; 
For  we  are  a'  daunderin'  hame,  bairns, 
We  are  jist  daunderin'  hame. 

Some  hae  daunder'd  for  ever  alone, 
Far  past  the  sixty  or  seventy  mile-stone  ; 
Wi'  ne'er  a  frien'  to  bid  them  God-speed, 
When  their  hairts  sank  doon  like  weighty  leed  ; 
For  we  are  a'  daunderin'  hame,  bairns, 
We  are  jist  daunderin'  hame. 

Some  hae  daunder'd  in  claithes  sae  fine, 
And  jewels  f  rae  out  the  far  aff  mine ; 
But  wi'  hairts  as  humble  as  ony  bairn, 
Or  those  wha  had  aye  their  food  to  earn ; 
For  we  are  a'  daunderin'  hame,  bairns, 
We  are  jist  daunderin'  hame. 

Some  hae  daunder'd  in  poverty  sair, 
Never  a  pund  did  they  hae  to  spare ; 
But  aye  a  smile  for  the  puirer  still, 
As  they  wandered  doon  life's  dreary  hill ; 
For  we  are  a'  daunderin'  hame,  bairns, 
We  are  jist  daunderin'  hame, 

Oh  !  if  we  daunder  wi'  Christ  by  our  side, 
Nought  does  it  matter  what  else  betide  ; 
Whether  we're  decked  wi'  jewels  so  rare, 
Or  wear  a  garment  or  coat  sae  bare  ; 
For  we  are  a'  daunderin'  hame,  bairns, 
We  are  jist  daunderin'  hame. 
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Little  it  matters  when  hame  at  e'en, 
The  troubles  or  cares  the  way  hath  seen ; 
The  son  thinks  little  o'  clothing  or  fare, 
Only  the  welcome  when  he  gets  there ; 
All  is  forgot  when  the  journey's  done, 
And  we  bask  in  the  light  o'  eternal  sun. 
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4  St.  (Dungo  '—Glasgow 


OH  !  grey  old  city,  famed  throughout  the  world, 

On  every  shore  thy  banner  is  unfurled ; 

Thy  fame  is  heard  in  every  port  and  town, 

Thy  fleets  have  made  thee  known,  with  all  renown  ; 

Thy  ships  are  sailing  over  every  wave, 

And  strange  far  waters  thy  strong  timbers  lave ; 

We  hear  thy  Doric  tongue  on  every  shore, 

And  love  and  honour  it  for  evermore ; 

And  when  thine  exiles  meet,  so  far  away, 

They  claim  their  kinship,  thro'  the  passing  day. 

Oh !  mighty  city  with  cathedral  towers, 

Where  long  ago  were  spent  youth's  glamorous  hours ; 

Ah !  people  say,  how  old  and  grey  thou  art, 

Without  a  charm  to  touch  the  stranger's  heart ; 

But  I  know  better,  for  I  love  thee  well, 

And  of  thy  charms  I  ever  more  could  tell ; 

For  I  have  loved  thee,  thro'  the  passing  years, 

And  I  have  thought  and  dreamt  of  thee  with  tears ; 

And  tho'  so  far  away,  beyond  the  sea, 

I  ever  think  'tis  home  to  go  to  thee. 

In  thy  fair  youth,  thou  sat'st  'mongst  heather  bells, 
And  all  around  thee  were  sweet  braes  and  fells, 
And  Clyde,  old  Clyde,  didst  whisper  in  thine  ear  ; 
On  its  fair  banks,  thou  bendest  down  to  hear; 
But  now  thou'rt  old  and  grey,  yet  dearer  far, 
Than  gayer  cities  'neath  the  Southern  star, 
To  many  a  heart  that  never  shall  thee  greet, 
Nor  wander  in  thy  streets  their  friends  to  meet ; 
Still  Home  they  call  thee,  tho'  so  far  away, 
And  love  thee  in  their  dreams,  by  night  and  day. 

Oh  !  grey  old  city,  thy  dim  cloudy  skies 
Can  never  vie  with  these  bright  tints  that  rise  ; 
Back  to  thy  smoky  clouds  our  hearts  oft  turn, 
With  longing  and  with  tenderness  they  burn. 
Oh  !  grey  old  city,  where  the  martyrs  lie, 
'Neath  stony  streets,  below  thy  dim,  dark  sky, 
And  in  God's  acres  lie  the  sacred  dust 
Of  kinsmen  dear,  whom  we  did  love  and  trust  ; 
Lo,  thy  dear  name  is  writ  on  many  a  heart, 
Ne'er  to  be  rased,  till  soul  and  body  part ! 
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the  Day  as  it  Comes/ 


JlST  tak'  the  day  as  it  comes,  dear, 
An'  dinna  worry,  wi'  care  or  fear; 
Let  cheeriness  reign,  like  bricht  sunshine, 
Whether  the  day  be  sunnie  an*  fine  ; 
An'  e'en  tho'  the  clay  be  dull  an'  weet, 
An'  tho'  it  be  dark  wi'  snawy  sleet, 
Jist  tak'  the  day  as  it  comes. 

Hae  a  thankfu'  heart,  tho'  things  gae  wrang ; 
Hide  it  a',  tho'  it  gives  ye  a  pang ; 
If  dim  the  day,  licht  it  up  wi'  a  smile  ; 
Then  the  wearie  hours  ye  will  a'  beguile, 
There's  aye  sum  comfort  i'  ilka  hame, 
Sae  shut  your  een  tae  foreboding's  flame, 
An'  tak'  the  day  as  it  comes. 

Dinna  sit  doon  an'  brood  ower  the  past, 
In  this  warld  naething  can  ever  last ; 
Hae  a  cheerie  word  tae  ony  i'  need, 
An'  bid  the  young  a  loving  God's  speed, 
When  oot  tae  the  warld  they  tak'  their  care. 
Think  o'  them  a'  the  day  wi'  a  prayer, 
And  tak'  ilka  day  as  it  conies. 

Jist  tak'  the  day  as  it  comes  frae  God, 
Sae  sweet  an'  pure  o'er  the  fresh  green  sod ; 
Tak'  it  an'  use  it,  for  a '  that's  guid, 
Ne'er  forget  that,  your  sorrows  amid, 
Tak'  it,  an'  dae  aye  the  best  ye  can 
For  a'  aroon  ye,  wi'  heart  an'  haun ; 
Tak'  ilka  day  as  it  comes. 
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Be  Ready 


BE  ready,  every  day,  my  bairns, 

Be  ready  ony  day, 
We're  gaun  tae  sic'  a  bonnie  place, 

We're  no'  sure  when  we'll  gae  ; 
There's  primroses  an'  hyacinths  blue, 

Amang  the  grassy  green ; 
There's  everything  that's  bonnie  there 

Wi'  blooms  fair  tae  be  seen. 

An'  sae  we  ran  tae  pit  awa' 

Oor  toys  an'  a'  oor  gear ; 
We  winna  want  them,  aye  we  said 

Wi'  happy  lichtsome  cheer ; 
Oh  !  mother,  when  shall  we  gang  there 

Tae  pu'  the  bonnie  floo'ers, 
Awa'  frae  this  dull  dreary  toun 

An'  dark  an'  winlra  hoors. 

Sae  we  were  ready,  lang  afore 

The  time  had  cum'  tae  gae ; 
Ah !  would  we  could  a  lesson  tak' 

Noo  we  are  auld  and  gray ; 
We  canna  tak'  oor  gear  wi'  us, 

Tae  that  sweet  hame  abune, 
But  everything  is  bonnie  there, 

An'  there  we  shall  be  sune. 

The  hame's  a'  ready  for  us  there, 

Aye  ready  for  us  a' ; 
As  when  we  sailed  in  simmer  time 

An'  seaside  hame  we  saw  ; 
Oor  Father's  waiting  for  us  tae, 

Oor  elder  brother's  there ; 
We  winna  want  our  gear  wi'  us, 

I'  that  sweet  hame  sae  fair. 
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Che  JngU  F)a' 


WHEN  the  bonnie  bairns  are  asleep  at  nicht. 

An'  the  doors  a'  shut,  an'  dim  the  licht; 

Then  the  eident  mither's  heart  is  at  rest, 

As  she  looks  aboot  on  those  she  Iocs  best ; 
But  ah !  when  the  bairns  are  up  an'  awa', 
There  sorrow  an'  dool  i'  the  ingle  ha'. 

When  the  nichtgowns  are  on,  an'  the  prayers  a'  said, 

An'  the  curly  heids  on  the  pillows  laid ; 

Then  the  mither's  needle  flies  brisk  an'  fast ; 

For  she  kens  fu'  weel  that  peace  winna  last ; 
But  ah !  when  the  bairns  are  up  an'  awa', 
There's  sorrow  and  dool  i'  the  ingle  ha'. 

When  the  bonnie  bairns  are  up  an'  awa' 
Frae  the  dear  auld  hame  an'  the  chimney  ha', 
The  mither's  needle  lies  list  at  her  side, 
For  the  tears  trickle  doon  that  she  canna  hide. 
For  oh  !  the  bairnies  are  up  an'  awa', 
And  there's  sorrow  an*  dool  i'  the  ingle  ha'. 

When  the  bonnie  bairns  are  up  an'  awa', 

Oh  !  dismal  the  holidays  when  they  fa'; 

For  nae  langer  the  days  are  ringin'  wi'  fun, 

But  slowly  and  quately  the  sad  hoors  run  ; 
For  the  bonnie  bairns  are  up  an'  awa', 
An'  there's  sorrow  an'  dool  i'  the  ingle  ha'. 

When  the  curly  heids  are  grown  straicht  an'  trim, 
Then  the  mither's  een  are  sae  weak  an'  dim, 
For  the  thocht  o'  the  bairns  sae  far  awa', 
As  she  lists  for  the  footfa'  o'  them  a'. 
For  oh !  the  bairns  are  up  an'  awa', 
An'  there's  sorrow  an'  dool  i'  the  ingle  ha'. 

Oh  !  the  grown  up  bairns  are  a  thocht  an'  a  care, 
Altho'  they  be  bonnie,  an'  gude,  an'  fair ; 
For  the  mither  she  thinks  o'  them  a'  the  day  lang 
As  she  croons  to  hersel'  some  bonnie  Scotch  sang. 
For  the  bonnie  bairns  are  up  an*  awa', 
An'  there's  sorrow  an'  dool  i'  the  ingle  ha'. 

Some  day  the  puir  mither's  heart  will  hae  rest, 
When  doon  she  luiks  frae  the  realms  o'  the  blest ; 
For  she  trusts  that  Christ  will  bring  them  a'  hame 
Through  the  river  o'  death  and  its  blinding  faem. 
Ah  !  then  the  gude  bairns  will  meet  wi'  them  a', 
The  saints  an'  the  frien's  lang  syne  gane  awa'. 
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3Hben  we  are  Hwa' 


WHAT  will  become  o'  the  bairns,  father, 

When  we  are  awa'  ? 

The  bairns  we  kept  frae  the  wind  an'  rain. 
From  sorrow  and  stiff 'ring,  dool  and  pain  ; 
The  bairns  on  whom  the  wind  never  blew, 
Oh  !  what  will  our  dear,  bonnie  bairns  do, 

When  we  are  awa'  ? 

What  will  become  o'  the  bairns,  father, 

When  we  are  awa'  ? 

Will  life  for  them  be  sunshine  and  peace, 
Light  and  comfort,  that  never  will  cease  f 
No  !  come  will  storm  as  well  as  the  calm, 
Life's  bitter  cup,  as  well  as  its  balm, 

When  we  are  awa'. 

What  will  become  o'  the  bairns,  father, 

When  we  are  awa'  ? 
Will  life  brim  over  with  hope  and  joy, 
Pleasures  that  fade  not,  free  from  alloy  ? 
No  !  there  will  be  many  heart-aches  sore, 
And  bleak  disappointment  sad  in  store, 

When  we  are  awa'. 

Oh!  will  the  bairns  be  happy,  father, 

When  we  are  awa'  ? 

Will  they  call  to  mind  the  dear  home  hearth, 
With  all  its  sweet  joy  and  gladsome  mirth  ? 
Oh,  yes,  they  will,  when  oot  o'  the  fold, 
And  new  friends  take  the  place  of  the  old, 

When  we  are  awa'. 

What  will  become  o'  the  bairns,  father, 

When  we  are  awa'  ? 

Will  they  oft  think  of  their  childhood's  days, 
And  all  the  father's  and  mother's  ways? 
Yes !  these  will  all  come  back  to  them  then, 
When  we  baith  are  far  beyond  their  ken, 

When  we  are  awa'. 

We'll  lippen  them  to  the  dear  Lord's  care, 

When  we  are  awa' ; 
A  shadow  of  rock  He'll  to  them  be, 
A  shelter  safe  on  life's  storn^'  sea  ; 
A  dwelling-place  for  ever  and  aye, 
On  to  the  years  of  eternal  day, 

When  we  are  awa'. 
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H  (Bother's 


OH  !  bring  the  bairns  safe  hame,  dear  Lord, 
Oh  !  bring  them  a'  safe  hame. 

When  ower  is  life's  lang  wearie  day, 

When  e'ening  comes,  sae  dull  an'  grey ; 

When  a'  the  joy  an'  dool  is  dune, 

Or  be  it  late,  or  be  is  sune, 

Oh  !  bring  them  a'  safe  hame. 

Oh !  bring  the  bairns  safe  hame,  dear  Lord, 

Oh  !  bring  them  a'  safe  hame. 
They've  wandered  frae  the  auld  hoose  noo, 
We  kenna  what  they  say  or  do, 
Its  doors  are  shut  to  them  at  nicht, 
They  canna  see  its  fireside  bricht, 

But  Thou  canst  bring  them  hani;-. 

Oh  !  bring  the  bairns  safe  hame,  dear  Lord, 
Oh  !  bring  them  a'  safe  hame. 

Hoo  we  rejoiced  whan  a'  came  hame, 

Wi'  naething  tae  gae  ony  blame  ; 

Hoo  we'll  all  delicht,  when  up  abune, 

We  a'  shall  meet,  sae  free  frae  sin ; 

When  Thou  dost  bring  them  hame. 

Oh!  bring  the  bairns  safe  hame,  dear  Lord, 

Oh  !  bring  them  a'  safe  hame. 
When  they  are  auld,  an'  dune,  an'  grey, 
We'll  luik  for  them,  in  brichtest  day, 
We'll  watch  the  yetts  o'  heaven  fair, 
Tae  see  them  come  tae  us  ance  mair 

When  Thou  dost  bring  them  harae. 

Oh!  bring  the  bairns  safe  hame,  dear  Lord, 
Oh  !  bring  them  a'  safe  hame. 

Whate'er  Thy  will,  dear  Lord,  the  noo, 

Tae  it  may  we  a'  humbly  boo ; 

We  canna  tell  what's  for  the  best ; 

Thou  kennest,  an'  wi'  that  we  rest. 
Thou  wilt  bring  a'  safe  hame. 
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*  Upstairs  and  Doonstatrs' 

[Dr.  (Rabbi)  Duncan,  of  Edinburgh,  in  sympathising  with  a 
friend,  said,  '  Separation  ?  Na,  na !  Upstairs  and  doonstairs 
are  no'  sae  far  apart.'] 

THE  universe  is  God's  great  hoose, 

An'  mony  stairs  there  be ; 
The  angels  tread  them  up  an'  doon 

In  a'  their  mystery ; 
One  great  an'  glorious  hoose  it  is, 

One  hoose  below,  abyne  ; 
We've  jist  to  climb  the  gowden  stairs 

Tae  be  a'  safe  within. 

For  a'  o'  us  who  serve  the  Lord' 

In  vera  deed  an'  truth, 
Will  welcome  be  tae  that  fair  hoose, 

Where  there's  nae  care  nor  ruth ; 
An'  some  gang  up  i'  youthfu'  days, 

An'  some  they  bide  a  wee; 
An'  some  lang  sair  tae  climb  the  stair, 

An'  be  frae  sorrow  free. 

Some  we  hae  missed  luik  doon  on  us, 

An'  watch  us  i'  the  ficht 
Wi'  disappointment  an'  wi'  care, 

Tae  we  get  tae  the  licht ; 
Oh,  blessed  hoose !  oor  Father's  hoose ! 

With  joy  they'll  welcome  a' 
Within  its  yetts,  whom  they  ha'e  lo'ed 

In  days  lang  gane  awa'. 

We're  near  tae  them,  they're  jist  abyne, 

They  see  us  doon  the  stair — 
We  i'  the  dark,  they  i'  the  licht— 

Tae  leave  it  nevermair ; 
An'  mony  there  are  in  it,  noo, 

Who  trembled  at  the  thocht— 
The  meek  an'  lovin'  anes  o'  earth, 

In  trouble  aft  they  wrocht. 

An'  mony  bairnies,  up  the  stairs, 

Luik  doon  wi'  blissfu'  smile, 
Tae  see  their  wee  frien's  coming  up, 

Withoot  a  fear  or  guile  ; 
An'  mothers  list  down  thro'  the  licht, 

Tae  hear  their  children's  name ; 
For  promise  is,  tae  godly  bairns, 

That  they'll  come  a'  safe  hame. 
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The  elder  brother  o'  this  hoose 

Is  Jesus  Christ,  oor  Lord ; 
He  has  gone  up  the  gowden  stairs, 

That  mony  syne  ha'e  trod; 
He  stands  abyne  these  gowden  stairs 

Tae  welcome  a'  His  ain  ; 
And  aince  again  He  will  come  doon 

Tae  Olivet  again. 
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Oor  Hiii   I)aim 


OOR  ain  hame !  oor  ain  hame 

Oh !  whatna  place  on  earth 
Is  like  oor  ain  sae  cosy  hame, 

Wi'  a'  its  cheerie  mirth  ? 
Its  there  the  lea-lang  simmer  'oors 

The  bairnies  sing  an'  play ; 
Its  there  the  mither's  canty  sang 

Rings  thro'  the  hoose  a'  day. 

Oor  ain  hame  !  oor  ain  hame  ! 

O'  luve  it  does  na'  lack, 
Its  aye  a  sweet  an'  cosy  hame 

The  faither  tae  wile  back, 
Fae  a'  his  worrying  wearie  care 

Amang  his  fellow  men  ; 
Tae  come  aye  hame,  at  evenin'  oor, 

Cheers  aye  his  heart  again. 

Oor  ain  hame  !  oor  ain  hame  ! 

What  would  it  be  withoot 
The  bonnie  bairnie's  canty  ways  ? 

Nae  hame,  withoot  a  doobt ; 
'Twould  be  nae  hame  at  a'  if  they 

Were  no  within  its  wa's ; 
Its  aye  their  busy  crooning  talk 

That  on  the  ear  saft  fa's. 

Oor  ain  hame  !  oor  ain  hame  ! 

Be  it  aye  leal  an'  true  ; 
It  does  na'  maitter  wheres  the  hame, 

Or  mony  in't  or  few ; 
It  does  na'  maitter  if  its  rich, 

Or  puir  as  pny  barn, 
If  hairts  within  are  leal  an'  true, 

That  keps  it  safe  f rae  harm. 
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'r*  list  the  '  Huld  folk '  Doo 


WE'RE  jist  the  '  auld  folk '  noo,  lad, 

You  an'  I ; 

It's  bit  ae  day  sin'  we  were  young, 
When  tae  the  win's  oor  cares  we  flung ; 
Wi'  youthfu*  spirits  bricht  an'  gay, 
We  capered  a'  the  lichtsome  day ; 
But  we're  the  '  auld  folk  '  noo. 

We're  jist  the  '  auld  folk  '  noo,  lad, 

You  an'  I  ; 

Oor  ain  '  auld  folk,'  hae  gaen  lang  syne, 
The  dear  '  auld  folk,'  baith  yours  an'  mine, 
An'  we  are  left  oor  wearie  lane, 
Tae  daun'er  past  each  bleak  mile-stane  ; 
For  we're  the  '  auld  folk  '  noo. 

We're  jist  the  '  auld  folk '  noo,  lad, 

You  an'  I ; 

Oor  '  auld  folk  '  reached  their  journey's  end. 
An'  blissfu'  days  abune  they  spend  ; 
Sae  we  maun  cheer  each  ither's  hairt, 
Wi'  thochts  o'  a'  the  better  pairt ; 
For  we're  the  '  auld  folk '  noo. 
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Our  father 


CREEP  in  beside  your  Father  dear, 

My  wee  bit  bonnie  bairn  ; 
Creep  close  to  him,  withoot  a  fear, 

He'll  keep  ye  free  frae  hairm; 
He'll  keep  ye,  thro'  the  dim  nicht  hours 

Nae  ill  can  ye  befa' ; 
Thro'  nicht  be  dark,  ye  needna  care, 

He'll  chase  ye're  fears  awa. 

Creep  close  beside  your  Father  dear, 

Lie  down  withoot  a  fear  ; 
If  there  is  aucht  tae  trouble  ye, 

Or  mak'  ye  drop  a  tear  ; 
He'll  keep  ye  close,  an'  comfort  ye, 

In  sudden  fear  or  pain  ; 
When  mornin'  comes,  ye'll  find  Him  near 

An'  lovin'  ye  sae  fain. 

An"  sae,  when  we  are  bairnies  auld, 

An'  nearin'  oor  long  sleep  ; 
We'll  creep  then  closer  tae  His  side, 

An'  neither  sigh  nor  weep  ; 
For  He's  oor  Father,  and  oor  God, 

An'  we  His  bairnies  dear  ; 
A'  thro'  death's  nicht,  He  will  us  keep 

For  He  will  aye  be  near. 

When  mornin'  comes,  that  sweet  fair  morn 

O,  lang  eternity ; 
We'll  wake  within  His  tender  arms, 

Heaven's  home  sae  bricht  tae  see  ; 
We'll  wonner  we  had  ony  fear, 

When  we  lay  down  tae  rest ; 
When  we  wake  up,  an'  find  we  are 

Sae  safe  upon  His  breast. 
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Che 


OH  !  honeysuckle  ower  my  porch, 
Lichted  them  hast  sweet  memry's  torch, 

An'  shewn  me  hame  ; 
Where  the  wee  burnie  wimples  doon, 
'Mang  bushes  a'  sae  thick  aroon', 
An'  there  the  cushet  doo  doth  croon, 

Near  my  auld  hame. 

Thy  scent  has  brocht  tae  me  again, 
My  canty  days  in  yon  far  glen  ; 

An'  youth's  sweet  hour; 
When  a'  the  hedges  bloomed  sae  fair, 
Wi"  bonnie  floo'ers  sae  bricht  an'  rare 
Would  I  cud  see  them  a'  aince  mair, 

Had  I  the  poo'er  ? 

Sweet  honeysuckle,  oot  an'  in, 
Ower  a'  my  porch,  ye  mak's  me  blin' 

Wi'  undrap't  tears ; 
For  ne'er  I'll  see  thy  floo'ers  sae  fair, 
Nor  scent  the  sweet  an'  caller  air. 
An'  sae  my  heart,  it  bleeds  sae  sair, 

Thro"  a'  the  years. 

Gin  I  had  been  at  hame  the  day, 
I  micht  hae  felt  as  dool  an'  wae, 

As  I  dae  noo, 

For  youth  has  gane,  an'  frien's  are  lost 
Amang  life's  wearie  billows  tossed, 
An'  some  the  river  deep  hae  crossed, 

A'  safely  thro'. 

There  will  be  youth  an'  floo'ers  abyue 
Tae  recompense  us,  when  we  win, 

Tae  oor  ain  hame; 
We'll  hae  them  a'  then  ane  an'  a' 
Where  frien's  ne'er  dee,  an'  leaves  ne'er  fa' 
An'  youth  comes  back,  sae  lang  awa, 

In  oor  new  hame. 
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Che  Cord  is  in  Ris  I)oly  CetnpU 


THE  Lord  is  in  His  temple,  bairns, 

Ye  needna  be  afeerd, 
O'  what's  tae  happen  this  puir  world, 

Sae  auld  an'  lined  an'  seered ; 
He  guides  it,  wi'  unerring  haun', 

On  tae  the  ages  far ; 
The  Lord  is  in  His  temple  high, 

Ayont  the  e'ening  star. 

Sae,  dinna  then,  be  frichtened,  bairns, 

Tho'  waves  o'  wae  an'  sin, 
Sweep  ower  the  world  tempestuous, 

An'  shake  the  hairts  within  ; 
The  Lord  is  in  His  temple,  high, 

An'  sae  a'  things  are  richt ; 
He  will  it  steer,  baith  firm  an'  sure, 

An'  bring  it  tae  the  licht. 

Sae,  dinna  then,  be  frichtened,  bairns, 

Tho'  soun's  an'  soughs  o'  war, 
Come  tae  each  Ian',  in  ilka  breeze, 

Over  the  braid  ocean  far ; 
He'll  send  His  peace  doon  tae  the  world, 

Some  day,  maybe,  sae  near ; 
Then  a'  the  earth  will  sing  for  joy, 

In  every  hairt  be  cheer. 

Sae,  dinna  then,  be  frichtened,  bairns, 

Tho'  we  hear  awfu'  things ; 
Tho'  evil  men  'roun'  us  abound, 

An'  break  the  pure  hairt  strings. 
The  Lord  is  in  His  temple  high, 

Nae  thing  can  us  befa', 
Wha  trust  His  guidance  tae  the  end, 

An'  lippen  Him  wi'  a'. 

Sae,  dinna  then,  be  frichtened,  bairns, 

Tho'  sin's  fierce  win's  an'  waves, 
Roll  ower  the  world,  with  sullen  roar, 

An'  haste  men  tae  their  graves; 
The  Lord  is  in  His  temple  high, 

He  ruleth  airth  an'  sea ; 
He  guideth  wi'  a  just,  strong  han', 

It  tae  its  destiny. 
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The  Lord  is  in  His  temple  high, 

Let  a'  airth  silent  be, 
An'  listen  tae  His  still,  sma'  voice, 

Frae  ilka  bush  an'  tree ; 
We  hear  it  in  the  spring-tide  sweet, 

That  comes  ilk  year  sae  fair ; 
We  ken  He  rules,  each  simmer  brings 

This  knowledge  mair  an'  mair. 
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Che  farlan  Point 

(On  the  Island  of  Curabrae,  Scotland). 


IT'S  a  bonnie,  bonnie  river,  this  Derwent  by  the  sea, 

But  oh  !  but  oh !  it's  far  awa'  frae  my  ain  auld  countree ; 

I  see  a  gracefu'  vessel  fair,  come  steaming  noo  alang, 

An'  it  puts  me  fair  in  mind  o'  the  steamers  swift  an'  strang ; 

But  it's  no  'the  grey  auld  Parian '  that  the  steamer's  comin'  roun',. 

An'  we  canna,  canna  welcome  noo  the  auld  folks  safe  an'  soun. 

Ah,  weel !  this  bonnie  river  is  sae  bonnie  an'  sae  blue, 

Wi'  whitened  beaches  here  an'    there,    peeping    the   trees  a' 

through ; 

Its  bluer  and  its  bonnier  than  the  Clyde  by  Millport  pier  ; 
But  oh  !  but  oh  !  we  think  o'  hame  as  we  sit  lonely  here ; 
For  its  no  '  the  grey  auld  Parian '  that  the  steamer's  comin'  roun', 
And  we  canna,  canna  welcome  noo  the  auld  folks  safe  an'  soun'. 

There's  many  an  auld  grey  rock  alang  this  wave-worn  shore, 
A'  covered  here  and  there  wi'  lichen  mosses  brown  an'  hoar; 
An'  they're  every  whit  as  graun'  as  the  '  Lion  '  by  the  sea ; 
But  oh  !  tae  me  it's  never  like  oor  ain  dear  auld  countree  ; 
For  it's  noo  '  the  grey  auld  Parian '  that  the  steamer's  comin'  roun' 
An'  we  canna,  canna  welcome  noo  the  auld  folks  safe  an'  soun'. 

Ah  me  !  it  is  a  sair  lang  time  syne  we  watched  the  'Parian '  grey, 
An'  luiked  to  see  the  funnel  red  come  steaming  tae  the  quay; 
We  ran  tae  welcpme  aye  oor  ain,  wha'  cam'  the  steamer  doon, 
Across  the  yellow  sunlit  sand,  'a  in  the  sunny  noon ; 
For  it's  no  '  the  grey  auld  Parian  '  that  the  steamer's  comin'  roun', 
And  we  canna,  canna  welcome  noo  the  auld  folks  safe  an'  soun'. 

Sae  we  sit  and  wonner  sairly  what  they're  aboot  the  noo', 
We  ken  they're  a'  sae  safe  abune,  their  journey  a'  lang  through  ; 
We  wonner  will  they  welcome  us  as  we  did  them  lang  syne, 
When  we  reach  the  gowden  mansions  sae  far  across  the  line ; 
For  it's  no  '  the  grey  auld   Parian '  that  the  steamer's  comin' 

roun', 
And  we  canna,  canna  welcome  noo  the  auld  folks  safe  an'  soun'. 

There's  Ane  that  aye  will  welcome  us,  we  a'  would  like  tae  see, 
Tae  welcome  us,  wi'  a'  oor  fauts,  tae  His  ain  fair  countree; 
A  bonnier  shore  than  Scotland's  will  then  greet  oor  glad  een, 
When  a'  the  frien's  will  meet  at  last,  where'er  they  may  hae  been 
It  may  be  day,  it  may  be  nicht,  we  hear  the  welcome  soun' 
Tae  tak'  us  far,  sae  far  awa',  the  heavenly  land  abune. 
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F>aud  a  Grip 


HAUD  a  grip  o'  His  hand,  our  Father's  strong  hand, 

Thou  poor  fainting  one ; 
Haud  a  grip,  haud  it  fast,  till  run  his  life's  sand, 

Then  heaven  is  won. 

Haud  a  grip  o'  His  hand,  in  the  darksome  nicht 

O'  sorrow  an'  sin; 
Haud  a  grip,  haud  it  fast,  till  it  breaks  the  sweet  licht. 

Then  peace  is  within. 

Haud  a  grip  o'  His  hand,  and  oh !  haud  it  fast, 

Thou  poor  weary  soul, 
Until  a'  the  tempests  o'  life  are  gane  past, 

And  reached  is  the  goal. 

Haud  a  grip  o'  His  hand  in  sickness  and  pain, 

With  never  a  fear ; 
Haud  a  grip,  and  forget  not  the  sweet  refrain, 

'  I  ever  am  near.' 

Haud  a  grip  o'  His  hand,  and  oh !  haud  it  fast, 

When  old  age  creeps  on ; 
Haud  a  grip,  for  He  will  be  with  you  at  last, 

When  bright  youth  has  gone. 

Haud  a  grip  o'  His  hand,  when  waves  overwhelm, 

Lest  weak  faith  should  fail ; 
Haud  a  grip,  and  believe  that  Christ's  at  the  helm, 

That  nought  will  prevail. 

Haud  a  grip  o'  His  hand,  and  oh  !  haud  it  ticht, 

When  entering  death's  wave ; 
Look  up  and  see  shining  Christ's  heavenly  licht, 

Who  came  us  to  save. 
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Cotnonds/  Scotland 


OH  !  to  see  the  Lomonds.  the  bonnie,  bonnie  Lomonds, 
The  Lomonds  who  look  doon  on  a  strip  of  silver  sea ; 

'Tis  there  my  fathers  sleep, 

In  their  lone  graves  so  deep ; 
And  o'er  them  sings  the  lark,  with  his  song  of  melody. 

These,  the  brave  old  fathers,  in  the  days  of  long  ago, 

By  fair  Lochleven's  shore,  sang  the  sweet  psalms  day  by  day  ; 

These  dear  ones  listen  still, 

Foregathered  o'er  the  hill, 
Above  the  garden  green,  where  as  children  they  did  play. 

The  Lomonds  once  looked  doon  on  Mary,  beauteous  Queen, 
As  she  one  morning  fled  to  the  green  shore  'cross  the  wave. 

Ah !  did  they  mourn  for  her, 

As  she  fled  in  her  despair, 
She,  the  queen  of  beauty,  to  find  an  early  grave. 

And  like  the  '  psalmist  old,'  to  the  hills  so  bright  and  blue, 

A  songster  sweet  lived  there,  who  looked  up  to  them  each  morn  ! 

He  worshipped  God  on  high, 

With  tender  melody, 
When  he  heard  the  cuckoo  sing  amongst  the  fragrant  corn. 

The  Lomonds  I  once  knew,  are  so  far,  so  far  away, 
I  cannot  see  them  now  in  their  wintry  dress  of  snow, 

Or  clad  in  mantle  green, 

Lustred  with  daises'  sheen, 
As  I  have  seen  them  oft  in  the  days  of  long  ago. 

It  was  my  father's  home,  laved  by  the  crystal  Leven, 
And  warms  it  to  my  heart  for  the  sake  of  those  away, 

Who  lived  in  Scotia's  bields, 

Who  trod  its  fair  green  fields, 
And  for  their  quiet  joys  as  they  spent  their  passing  day. 

Oh !  land  of  my  brave  fathers,  I  will  for  ever  love  thee, 
Tho'  many  waves  divide  me  from  your  isle  of  Northern  Sea ; 

I  still  think  of  thee  in  age, 

Pictured  in  memory's  page, 
And  with  my  last  heart-throb,  will  still  love  to  think  of  thee. 
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Cor  ain  ftltird,'  or  Cup   of   Sorrow 


WE  a'  maun  dree  oor  ain  weird, 
Ilk  ane  maun  bear  his  cross; 

We  a'  maun  drink  the  bitter  cup, 
O'  sorrow  an'  o'  loss; 

For  we  maun  dree  oor  ain  weird, 
The  lang,  iang  years  a'  thro'. 

We  a'  maun  dree  oor  ain  weird, 
O'  pain  sae  sad,  an'  wae  ; 

We  jist  can  lay  it  at  Christ's  feet, 
It's  a'  that  we  can  dae ; 

For  we  maun  dree  oor  ain  weird, 
The  lang,  lang  journey  thro'. 

We  a'  maun  dree  oor  ain  weird, 
O'  carking  dool  an'  care  ; 

We  a'  maun  taste  the  bitter  cup 
O'  disappointments  sair; 

For  we  maun  dree  oor  ain  weird, 
The  lang,  lang  years  a'  thro'. 

We  a'  maun  dree  oor  ain  weird, 
O'  sorrow,  dark  an'  deep ; 

We  a'  maun  drink  the  bitter  cup, 
That  wakes  us  f rae  oor  sleep ; 

For  we  maun  dree  oor  ain  weird, 
The  lang,  lang  journey  thro'. 

There's  nane  in  a'  this  bonny  warld, 
Can  help  us  dree  oor  weird ; 

Nae  mither,  frien'  or  loving  heart, 
Can  help  the  puir  heart  seared  ; 

For  we  maun  dree  oor  ain  weird, 
The  lang,  lang  years  a'  thro'. 

But  there  is  Ane,  aboon  the  sky, 
He  luiks  on  puir  folk  here  ; 

He  bends  on  a'  a  loving  eye, 
He  wipes  the  saut,  saut  tear, 

He  will  us  help,  to  dree  oor  weird, 
The  lang,  lang  journey  thro'. 

So  we  needna  dree  oor  ain  weird, 
Nor  bear  alane  the  cross  ; 

For  Christ  is  near,  He's  aye  wi'  us, 
In  sorrow  an'  in  loss ; 

He  will  help  us  to  dree  oor  weird, 
The  lang,  lang  years  a'  thro'. 
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An'  there's  a  hame,  abune  the  sky, 
Where  there's  nae  weird  to  dree,. 

A  hame  o'  love,  an'  peace  an'  joy, 
The  perfec'  hame  to  be  ; 

There  ne'er  will  be  a  weird  to  dree 
Thro"  a'  eternity. 
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Che  Shut  Door 


AH  !  cheerie  is  the  ingle  ha' 

When  a'  the  bairns  are  in, 
An'  nane  o'  them  ootside  ava, 

But  a'  are  cruse  within ; 
An'  couthie  is  the  mither  dear 

Tae  steek  the  door  at  nicht, 
For  a'  are  in,  she  says,  a'  here, 

In  the  wee  gloamin'  licht. 

Ah !  happy  is  the  mither  bricht 

Tae  hae  her  bairns  aboot, 
A*  in  the  bonnie  fireside  licht, 

An'  none  are  biding  pot; 
An'  cheerful  are  their  jouks  an'  glee, 

For  ilk  ane  lo'es  the  ither — 
Frae  eldest  tae  the  bairnie  wee, 

An'  a'  sit  roun'  their  mither. 

Ah !  happy  is  the  ingle  ha' 

When  a'  the  bairns  are  in, 
An'  none  are  in  the  cauld  ava, 

Or  in  the  ways  o"  sin ; 
Sufficient  for  them  is  the  name, 

The  mither's  kindly  smile — 
They  care  na  for  the  highest  dame, 

Or  for  her  worldly  wile. 

But  years  gang  by,  the  half  are  gane 

Frae  oot  the  open  door, 
An'  some  are  cosie,  wi'  their  ain, 

Aroun'  the  fireside  floor ; 
But  still  the  mither's  heart  loups  up 

Tae  say  gude  night  at  e'en, 
When  they  hae  hed  their  bite  an  sup 

Like  ony  ither  frien'. 

Her  heart  loups  up,  tae  steek  them  oot 

An'  shut  them  i'  the  nicht, 
She  kens  they'll  nevermair  aboot 

Be  i'  the  hame  sae  bricht; 
They're  no  bairns  noo,  tae  fill  in  soun' 

The  hoose  wi'  cheerfu'  glee; 
Ah  !  nevermair  will  they  run  roun' 

Wi'  nae  tear  i'  their  e'e. 
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Aince  we  cum  tae  the  Faither's  hoose 

We'll  leave  it  nevermair, 
Ilk  ane  will  hae  his  ain  '  New  name  ' 

For  praise  an'  service  there ; 
Oh !  what  a  happy  home  'twill  be 

In  His  hoose  sae  far  ben, 
For  oor  lost  loved  anes  we  shall  see, 

Nae  sorrow  wi'  them  then. 
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Hdonai 

A  prayer  for  God's  people  in  the  day  of  Federation. 


LORD  God  of  Hosts,  we  bend  the  knee 
To  supplicate  all  grace  from  Thee ; 
Thou  God  of  mercy,  peace  and  love, 
Grant  us  Thy  wisdom  from  above  : 
Jehovah  Adonai. 

Lord  God  of  Hosts,  Eternal  One, 

We  consecrate  this  time  begun, 
This  bright  new  era  for  our  land 
United  now  in  one  strong  band ; 
Jenovah  Adonai. 

Lord  God  of  Hosts,  keep  Thou  the  helm 
Of  this  new  State  within  our  Realm  ; 

Direct,  control  all  those  in  power. 

That  they  may  serve  Thee  every  hour  ; 
Jehovah  Adonai. 

Lord  God  of  Hosts,  our  lives  we  lay 
At  Thy  blest  feet,  this  gladsome  day : 
We  now  would  consecrate  our  days 
To  Thee,  the  Three  in  One,  with  praise : 
Jehovah  Adonai. 

Lord  God  of  Hosts,  Almighty  One, 

We  praise  Thee,  'neath  this  Southern  sun, 

For  all  the  blessings  of  the  past 

That  Thou  hast  round  these  countries  cast, 
Jehovah  Adonai. 

Lord  God  of  Hosts,  Who  oft  of  old 
Didst  keep  our  sires  in  Thy  strong  fold, 
Keep  still  their  children  in  this  clime. 
Oh !  keep  them  through  all  coming  time, 
Jehovah  Adonai. 

Lord  God  of  Hosts,  our  country  we 

Bring  now  in  worship  unto  Thee ; 
Oh  !  guide  it  now  to  righteousness, 
Do  Thou  with  favour  great  it  bless, 
Jehovah  Adonai. 
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King  of  Rings 


To  Thee,  our  King,  Lord  Jesus, 

We  humbly  bow  the  knee  ; 
We  come  to  Thee  for  blessing, 

We  come  for  grace  to  Thee  ; 
We  come  to  Thy  great  presence, 

Forlorn  and  sad  are  we  ; 
We  look  to  Thee  for  comfort, 

As  now  we  bow  the  knee. 

To  Thee,  our  King,  Lord  Jesus, 

We  come  with  praise  and  love, 
For  Thy  unceasing  goodness 

Sent  to  us  from  above ; 
In  midst  of  joy  or  sorrow, 

As  needle  to  the  pole, 
To  Thee,  our  King,  Lord  Jesus, 

Still  turns  each  weary  soul. 

For  Thee,  our  King,  Lord  Jesus, 

Our  souls  have  hungred  long  ; 
We  wait  for  Thee  with  patience, 

For  Thy  great  triumph  song  ; 
This  earth  for  its  salvation, 

From  sorrow,  sin,  and  wrong, 
Waiteth  for  Thee,  Lord  Jesus, 

With  patient  faith  and  strong. 

'Ere  long,  our  King,  Lord  Jesus, 

Thy  beauty  we  shall  see  ; 
Above  in  Thy  great  kingdom, 

In  glory  that  shall  be ; 
So  still  in  patience  living 

Our  eyes  look  up  to  Thee, 
For  all  the  glory  coming, 

And  heavenly  ecstasy. 
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Olorsbip  Cbee 


THOU  risen  Lord  most  glorious, 
O'er  sin  and  death  victorious, 

We  come  to  Thee ; 
Thou  great  anointed  King, 
We  now  Thy  praises  sing, 
And  tribute  to  Thee  bring 

To  worship  Thee. 

Thou  risen  Lord  most  glorious, 
O'er  sin  and  death  victorious, 

We  come  to  Thee  ; 
Thou  blessed  Living  One, 
Who  hath  Thy  Kingdom  won, 
By  Thy  great  work  once  done, 

We  worship  Thee. 

Thou  risen  Lord  most  glorious, 
O'er  sin  and  death  victorious, 

We  come  to  Thee  ; 
Now,  at  Thy  Father's  side 
Still  with  us  here  abide, 
And  through  the  world  us  guide 

To  worship  Thee. 

Thou  risen  Lord  most  glorious, 
O'er  sin  and  death  victorious, 

We  come  to  Thee  ; 
Accept  us  now  as  Thine  ; 
Our  hearts  to  Thee  incline, 
Thou  Son  of  Man  Divine 

To  worship  Thee. 

Thou  risen  Lord  most  glorious, 
O'er  sin  and  death  victorious, 

We  come  to  Thee  ; 
All  sinful,  sad,  and  sore, 
We  praise  Thee  and  adore, 
And  trust  for  evermore 

To  worship  Thee. 
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Cbe  Garment  of  praise 


WEAR  thou  thy  cloak  of  praise ; 

Oh !  lay  it  not  aside ; 
From  the  fair  morn's  first  dawning  rays, 

Until  the  even-tide. 

Wear  thou  thy  cloak  of  praise  ; 

When  earthly  joys  enthrall ; 
God  sendeth  us  the  blessed  days 

Of  joy  to  comfort  all. 

Wear  thou  thy  cloak  of  praise, 
Through  every  darkened  hour  ; 

Thine  eyes  to  God  in  heaven  upraise 
Like  to  the  opening  flower. 

Wear  thou  thy  cloak  of  praise, 
For  all  God's  bounties  sweet ; 

Our  thanks  (for  happy,  joyful  days) 
We  lay  them  at  His  feet, 

Wear  thou  thy  cloak  of  praise, 

E'en  when  the  sorrows  fall ; 
He  knows  all  sorrows'  darkened  ways, 

He  knows  them,  one  and  all, 

Wear  thou  thy  cloak  of  praise, 

E'en  with  thy  latest  breath ; 
So  He  will  lead  thy  wandering  ways 

To  victory  over  death. 
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Praise 


THANKS  be  to  Thee,  our  Father, 

The  God  of  heaven  and  earth ; 
For  all  Thy  countless  mercies, 

That  daily  have  their  birth  ; 
For  home,  and  friends,  and  country, 

We  give  our  thanks  to  Thee, 
In  grateful  adoration, 

As  now  we  bow  the  knee. 

Praise  be  to  Thee,  our  Father, 

For  beauty  of  the  earth ; 
For  sky  and  mount  and  ocean, 

For  river,  lake,  and  firth ; 
For  all  the  fair  world's  beauty, 

We  give  our  thanks  to  Thee, 
In  grateful  adoration, 

As  now  we  bow  the  knee. 

Thanks  be  to  Thee,  our  Father, 

For  care  of  those  we  love ; 
Our  dearest  ones,  far  from  us, 

Still  in  Thy  care  above ; 
For  all  Thy  daily  bounty, 

To  them  in  all  their  need, 
We  thank  Thee,  oh,  our  Father ! 

As  still  for  them  we  plead. 

Praise  be  to  Thee,  our  Father, 

For  hope  and  love  and  joy  ; 
For  glimpse  of  life  for  ever, 

Then  love  without  alloy ; 
For  promised  heaven  and  glory 

We  give  our  thanks  to  Thee, 
In  grateful  adoration, 

As  now  we  bow  the  knee. 

Thanks  be  to  Thee,  our  Father, 

For  Christ,  Thy  greatest  gift ; 
Thine  only  son,  our  Saviour, 

Our  hearts  to  Him  uplift; 
For  Him,  our  great  Redeemer, 

We  give  our  thanks  to  Thee, 
In  grateful  adoration, 

As  now  we  bow  the  knee. 
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Cbe  Fjoly  Spirit 


SPIRIT  of  God.  do  Thou  us  bless, 
Clothe  us  with  Thy  pure  righteousness 
While  here  we  kneel  before  Thee  now, 
And  pay  to  Thee  our  loving  vow  : 
Spirit  of  God,  us  bless. 

Spirt  of  God,  our  children  bless, 

In  all  their  youthful  carelessness ; 

Oh !  change  their  hearts,  in  youth's  bright  time, 

Before  the  evil  coming  time  : 

Spirit  of  God,  them  bless. 

Spirit  of  God,  our  loved  Church  bless 
Where'er  it  speaks  in  earnestness ; 
Oh  !  favour  it  with  greater  might, 
That  it  may  bring  to  many  light ; 
Spirit  of  God,  it  bless. 

Spirit  of  God,  our  poor  ones  bless 
In  all  their  saddest  loneliness ; 
Help  them  to  trust  Thee  in  their  loss, 
Help  them  to  bear  their  weary  cross  : 
Spirit  of  God,  them  bless. 

Spirit  of  God,  the  tempted  bless 
In  all  their  forlorn  wretchedness ; 
Oh  !  may  they  see  Thy  glorious  form 
Walking  aye  near  them  in  the  storm : 
Spirit  of  God,  them  bless. 

Spirit  of  God,  our  sick  ones  bless ; 
Thou  knowest  all  their  weariness. 
On  Thee  may  they  lean  more  and  more, 
Oh  !  comfort  them  in  trouble  sore  : 
Spirit  of  God,  them  bless, 

Spirit  of  God,  the  dying  bless 
In  all  their  painful  restlessness ; 
Help  them  to  look  beyond  the  grave 
To  Him  Who  mighty  is  to  save : 
Spirit  of  God,  them  bless. 
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Our  father's  God 


WHEN  in  the  busy  walks  of  life, 
With  hearts  oft  filled  with  care  and  strife, 
What  comfort  in  the  blessed  thought 
Of  all  the  good  that  Thou  hast  wrought — 
Our  God,  our  fathers'  God. 

When  hearts  with  joy  are  brimming  full, 
And  far  away  all  care  and  dool, 
When  bright  with  gladness  are  our  days, 
Then  may  our  full  hearts  bless  and  praise 
Our  God,  our  fathers'  God. 

When  all  Thy  glorious  works  we  see 
On  flower  and  hill  and  leafy  tree, 
We  claim  Thee  as  the  Lord  of  all ; 
We  bless  Thee,  and  on  Thee  will  call, 
Our  God,  our  fathers'  God. 

When  our  poor  hearts  here  taste  of  bliss, 
Of  fairer,  happier  worlds  than  this, 
What  joy  to  feel  Thy  Fatherhood, 
Who  makest  all  things  fair  and  good — 
Our  God,  our  fathers'  God 

When  in  sore  pain  we  often  lie, 
And  from  our  own  thoughts  oft  would  fly, 
What  peace  to  feel  Thy  aiding  arm 
That  keeps  us  safe  from  ill  and  harm — 
Our  Gocl,  our  fathers'  God. 

So  when  we  lay  us  down  to  sleep, 
Do  thou  thy  loving  watch  aye  keep 
To  wake  us  in  Thy  brighter  morn, 
When  all  the  earth  shall  be  new-born — 
Our  God,  our  fathers'  God. 
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Rabbom,  CDaster ! 


RABBONI,  Master !    Here  we  pray 
For  Heavenly  blessings  all  the  way ; 
As  Mary's  heart  with  Thee  was  filled, 
And  every  care  in  Thee  was  stilled. 
Oh !  Jesus,  Lord,  our  Master  be, 
And  give  us  Love  to  follow  Thee. 

Rabboni,  Master !     Thus  we  pray 
As  we  before  Thee  kneel  each  day ; 
Oh !  keep  our  hearts  in  holy  tune, 
And  bless  us  with  Love's  highest  boon. 
Oh !  Jesus,  Lord,  our  Master  be, 
And  give  us  Hope  to  follow  Thee. 

Rabboni,  Master !    May  we  be 
Drawn  by  that  Hope  to  follow  Thee. 

So  let  us  haste,  when  Thou  dost  call, 

To  find  in  Thee  our  all  in  all. 
Oh !  Jesus,  Lord,  our  Master  be, 
And  give  us  Strength  to  follow  Thee ! 

Rabboni,  Master  !     May  we  take 
From  Thy  dear  hand,  for  Thy  dear  sake, 
All  that  may  come  of  trial  days, 
Lost  wealth,  ill-health,  rebuke,  dispraise. 
Oh !  Jesus,  Lord,  our  Master  be, 
And  give  us  Faith  to  follow  Thee. 

Rabboni,  Master  !     When  bright  days 
Return,  to  Thee  we  chant  our  lays ; 
We  meet  Thee  at  each  feast,  dear  Lord, 
As  once  at  Cana's  marriage  board. 
Oh !  Jesus,  Lord,  our  Master  be, 
And  give  us  Grace  to  follow  Thee. 

Rabboni,  Master !     Now  we  pray 
To  guide  us  in  the  Heavenly  way, 
That  when  we  reach  our  place  of  rest 
We  may  with  Thee  be  ever  blest. 
Thou,  Lord,  shall  still  our  Master  be, 
And  Heaven's  best  bliss  to  follow  Thee  ! 
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F)ome-Cand 


NOT  to  a  foreign  country 

God's  loved  ones  are  bound  ; 
But  to  the  heavenly  home-land 

Where  love  and  peace  are  found. 
We  need  not  fear  the  journey — 

Be  it  so  short  or  long — 
'Tis  up  the  golden  pathway, 

To  the  triumphal  song. 

'Tis  not  a  lone,  far  country, 

Not  strangers  we  shall  meet ; 
But  dear  ones  gone  before  us, 

Now  round  the  Saviour's  feet ; 
'Tis  not  a  foreign  language 

That  greets  us  at  the  end ; 
But  tender,  loving  accents, 

Of  human  speech  and  friend. 

'Tis  not  a  strange  far  country, 

All  new  to  our  poor  eyes; 
Maybe  'tis  like  the  old  land, 

The  home  that  near  us  lies  ; 
We  need  not  fear  the  journey, 

A  welcome  at  the  gate 
Is  for  all  those  who  love  Him 

The  Lord,  for  whom  we  wait 

'Tis  not  a  distant  country, 

'Tis  near,  ah !  near  us  now  : 
One  step,  perchance,  we-enter, 

But  we  must  pay  our  vow  ; 
We  know  not  when  He'll  call  us, 

It  may  be  late  or  soon  ; 
We  trust  Him,  for  He  knoweth- 

The  Lord,  in  heaven's  high  noon. 
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Che  Cast  Sleep 


THE  mother  calls  to  her  loving  arm 
Her  cherished  ones  in  the  morn ; 
She  knows  where  her  dear  one's  rest  from  harm 

Till  the  morning  sun  is  born ; 
Her  love  hovers  o'er  them  all  the  night, 

Through  the  dismal  dreary  hours. 
They  are  ever  there,  in  memory's  sight, 

E'en  though  the  darkness  lowers. 

She  may  forget,  but  the  dear  Lord  sees 

Where  His  loved  ones  lie  at  rest ; 
Be  it  near  or  far,  o'er  Southern  seas, 

They're  under  His  care  so  blest. 
Oh !  surely  the  heavenly  Father  knows 

Where  each  of  His  ransomed  lie, 
Away  in  their  graves,  'midst  dreary  snows, 

Or  beneath  a  burning  sky. 

The  little  graves,  on  the  bleak  hill  plain, 

The  mother  sees  far  away  ; 
She  may  forget,  but  the  Lord  will  claim 

His  own,  on  the  last  great  day. 
He  knows,  for  He  happed  them  in  their  sleep, 

The  sleep  from  which  they  shall  wake 
When  the  fair  morn  dawns,  and  sorrows  deep 

Shall  all  their  departure  take. 

He  knows,  for  more  than  a  mother's  love 

Is  the  heavenly  Father's  care, 
For  aye  He  watches  from  far  above 

The  sleep  of  His  dear  ones  there; 
Far  down  in  the  weary  world  below, 

They  are  still  in  His  gracious  ken, 
But  the  morn  is  coming,  when  ages  flow, 

He  will  call  them  to  Him  then. 
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HAVE  mercy,  Lord, 
On  the  passing  souls ; 
For  whom  no  church  bell  ever  tolls  ; 
Poor  souls,  without  a  hope  or  creed, 
Oh !  help  them,  in  their  time  of  need  ; 
With  crumb  of  grace,  do  Thou  them  feed ; 

Oh  !  Lord,  we  pray. 

Have  mercy,  Lord, 
On  the  passing  souls, 
For  whom  no  church  bell  ever  tolls, 
For  all  of  every  clime  or  place ; 
For  all  of  every  hue  or  race ; 
Give  them  a  glimpse  of  loving  grace  ; 

Oh !  Lord,  we  pray. 

Have  mercy,  Lord, 
On  the  passing  souls, 
For  whom  no  church  bell  ever  tolls, 
From  hospitals  and  beds  of  pain  ; 
Those  who  have  borne  life's  hardest  strain, 
And  yet  they  bore  it  all  in  vain  ; 

Oh  !  Lord  we  pray. 

Have  mercy,  Lord, 
On  the  passing  souls, 
For  whom  no  church  bell  ever  tolls, 
For  prisoners  within  their  walls, 
For  soldiers  'midst  the  flashing  balls, 
For  each  one,  as  on  Thee,  he  calls ; 

Oh  !  Lord,  we  pray. 

Have  mercy,  Lord, 
On  the  passing  souls, 
For  whom  no  church  bell  ever  tolls, 
For  sailors  sinking  to  their  grave, 
Beneath  the  deep  and  briny  wave ; 
Oh !  Lord,  do  Thou  them  seek  and  save ; 

Oh  !  Lord,  we  pray. 

Have  mercy,  Lord, 
On  the  passing  souls, 
For  whom  no  church  bell  ever  tolls ; 
All  who,  through  sudden  sorrow  sore, 
Are  leaving  earth  for  evermore  ; 
Oh!  guide  them  to  the  heavenly  shore  ; 

Oh  !  Lord,  we  pray. 
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Have  mercy,  Lord, 
On  the  passing  souls, 
For  whom  no  church  bell  ever  tolls ; 
Open  to  them  Thy  mansion  blest, 
From  north  and  south,  and  east  and  west, 
And  bring  them  to  eternal  rest ; 

Oh !  Lord,  we  pray. 
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Prayer 


'  Thus  did  Job  continually.' 


WHEN  the  children  at  their  play, 
Happy  all  the  live-long  day, 
Think  not  of  the  passing  hours, 
'Mid  the  beauty  of  the  flowers, 
Let  the  mother  breathe  the  prayer — 
'Keep  my  children  from  each  snare.' 
Thus  the  father-priest  did  pray 
To  the  Lord  his  God  alway. 

When  the  youth  and  maiden  sweet, 
Full  of  hope  and  gladness  meet, 
With  no  thought  of  God  in  heaven, 
Or  the  mercies  He  has  given, 
Let  the  mother  breathe  the  prayer — 
4  Keep  my  children  from  each  snare.' 
Thus  the  father-priest  did  pray 
To  the  Lord  his  God  alway. 

When  the  young  men  in  their  prime 
Think  but  of  the  passing  time, 
Of  the  riches  they  may  gain, 
Honour,  power,  or  earthly  fame, 
Let  the  father  breathe  the  prayer — 
'Keep  my  children  from  each  snare.' 
Thus  the  father-priest  did  pray 
To  the  Lord  his  God  alway. 

When  the  maiden  fair  to  see, 
Entering  on  life's  mystery, 
Thinks  but  of  the  hopes  of  earth, 
Love,  and  gaiety,  and  mirth, 
Let  the  mother  breathe  the  prayer — 
4  Keep  my  daughter  from  each  snare.' 
Thus  the  father-priest  did  pray 
To  the  Lord  his  God  alway. 

When  our  dear  ones  seek  through  life 
Daily  bread  amid  the  strife 
Of  friends  and  foes  for  place  or  power, 
Let  God's  goodness  be  their  dower  ; 
May  the  parents  breathe  the  prayer — 
•*  Keep  our  dear  ones  from  each  snare.' 
Thus  the  father-priest  did  pray 
To  the  Lord  his  God  alway. 
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Father,  mother,  use  thy  powers 
Daily  through  the  passing  hours ; 
God  to  thee  hath  dear  ones  given, 
Them  to  train  for  highest  heaven ; 
Ever,  always,  breathe  the  prayer — 
'  Keep  our  dear  ones  from  each  snare.' 
Thus  the  father-priest  did  pray 
To  the  Lord  his  God  alway. 
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'Ye  also  helping  together  by  prayer  for  us.' 


THROUGH  the  clouds,  and  through  the  darkness, 

Let  our  prayers  rise  up  to  Thee ; 
Past  the  gloom,  and  past  the  shadows, 

Let  our  strong  petitions  flee, 
For  the  dear  ones  of  our  home  love, 

For  the  children  we  love  well, 
For  our  kindred  and  our  brethren, 

In  far  places  where  they  dwell. 

When,  amongst  their  cares  and  sorrows, 

Light  ascends  upon  their  path, 
Thou  art  answering  our  prayers ; 

And  the  '  quietness '  they  hath 
Comes  from  earnest  true  petitions 

Sent  by  humble  ones  to  Thee. 
Thou  hast  promised  Thou  wilt  answer 

In  their  heart's  felicity. 

So,  when  ofttimes  we  are  faithless, 

And  sore  dread  the  coming  time, 
Some  one  far  away  is  praying 

For  us  in  a  far  off  clime  ; 
So  with  new  strong  faith  abiding, 

We  push  on  with  cheerful  hope  ; 
Thou  art  answering  their  petition, 

Helping  us  with  doubt  to  cope. 

Then  let  prayer  upward  ascending 

To  our  Father,  God,  above. 
Rise  by  day  and  night  increasing 

For  the  dear  ones  whom  we  love. 
Though  they  be  by  ocean  severed, 

Thou  hast  all  beneath  Thy  sight ; 
Thou  canst  hear  the  faintest  echo — 

Thou  canst  answer  in  Thy  might ! 
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4  I)e  was  One  of  Us ' 


'  HE  was  one  of  us ! '  the  children  say, 
As  they  kneel  near  their  white  cots  to  pray 
By  the  mother's  side,  at  the  evening  hour, 
Each  one  a  beautiful  human  flower ; 
'  He  was  one  of  us ! '  so  weak  and  young, 
Yet  precious  words  were  on  His  tongue — 
Of  wisdom,  glory,  power,  divine — 
For  He,  Oh !  Father,  was  Son  of  Thine. 

'  He  was  one  of  us ! '  the  young  men  cry, 
As  they  meet  temptation  with  a  sigh ; 
He  can  help  us  now  to  face  the  world, 
If  we  His  banner  have  unfurled ; 
He  can  help  us  against  our  own  weak  hearts, 
He  can  help  us  amidst  the  foemen's  darts ; 
For  He  loves  the  young  men  in  their  prime, 
Of  every  age,  and  every  clime. 

'  He  was  one  of  us  !•'  so  say  the  poor ; 
And  His  help  to  us  is  promised  sure  ; 
He  suffered  hunger  and  thirst  and  pain, 
That  we  might  return  to  God  again. 
He  had  no  place  where  to  lay  His  head, 
The  lone  mountain  side  was  oft  His  bed. 
So  we  claim  Him  '  one  of  us ! '  they  say, 
As  they  walk  along  the  world's  dim  way. 

'  He  was  one  of  us  ! '  the  stricken  claim, 
Tho'  in  Heaven  He  bore  Jehovah's  name, 
'  He  comforted  oft,  till  set  of  sun, 
He  touched  the  helpless  and  sinning  one.' 
To  the  saddened  heart  He  still  brings  peace, 
And  makes  its  sorrows  and  sad  tears  cease, 
So  the  sore  heart  claims  Him  as  its  own, 
As  it  bows  before  the  Saviour's  throne. 

'  He  was  one  of  us ! '  the  saints  will  cry 
Amongst  the  cherubim  in  the  sky ; 
For  He  walked  with  us  thro'  all  the  way, 
Amidst  life's  troubles  taught  us  to  pray. 
So  a  pasan  greater  of  laud  and  song 
Will  rise  amidst  that  glorious  throng ; 
And  grander  than  seraphim  e'er  can  raise 
Will  be  the  '  redeemed  ones '  song  of  praise. 
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4  For  this  God  is  our  God  for  ever  and  ever.' 


So  tired  the  little  children  say, 
As  they  at  e'en  put  toys  away ; 
For  them  the  day  is  surely  done, 
As  quickly  sets  the  shining  sun ; 
They  hasten  to  the  mother's  arm, 
To  shelter  them  from  every  harm  ; 
So  glad  to  nestle  to  her  breast, 
And  take  the  needed,  longed-for  rest. 

So  tired,  the  aged  Christian  says, 
As  his  long  days  are  spent  in  praise ; 
His  work  is  done,  His  life  near  o'er, 
His  faithful  life  on  this  world's  shore ; 
So,  nestling  to  the  Father's  breast — 
The  great  good  Father,  ever  blest — 
He  leaves  the  future  to  His  care, 
Knowing  His  love  is  everywhere, 

Oh  !  happy  they  who  walk  with  God 
Thro'  all  their  lives  along  the  road  ; 
Like  little  children  they  ne'er  fear 
The  present,  or  the  future  near; 
Like  little  children  they  submit 
To  what  the  Father  deemeth  lit ; 
They  nestle  closer  to  His  side, 
The  Father,  Son,  the  Crucified. 

Oh!  happy  they  who  leave  with  God 

The  future  and  their  earthly  load  ; 

They  fear  no  ill,  they  dread  no  woe, 

In  the  short  journey  here  below  ; 

They  trust  their  Lord,  who  turns  each  page 

Of  life,  from  childhood  into  age ; 

They  nestle  to  the  Father's  breast — 

So  tired,  to  take  the  heavenly  rest. 
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Safe  with  the  ford 


THOU  hast  them  ever  safe,  Oh  Lord, 

Thou  hast  them  safe  with  Thee ; 
And  those  in  faith  who  this  world  trod 

Now  Heavenly  glories  see. 
As  safe  they  are — yea,  safer  far— 

Than  those  across  the  main; 
As  near  to  us,  their  spirits  are, 

Now  free  from  sin  and  pain. 

On  this  fair  morn  I  feel  them  near, 

Their  sweet  souls  hovering  by  ; 
I  seem  to  hear  their  voices  clear 

Far  in  the  sunny  sky ; 
They  are  not  lost,  but  gone  before, 

Our  loved  ones  ever  dear ; 
Who  follow  on  the  golden  shore, 

Thy  footsteps  ever  near. 

Just  as  we  cross  the  ocean  wave 

To  our  dear  Fatherland, 
So  cross  we  Death's  dark  turbid  lave 

To  join  the  glorious  band 
Of  angels,  martyrs,  children,  f  riends,. 

Who  wait  on  yon  bright  shore, 
With  all  the  glory  Heaven  lends 

Again  to  part  no  more. 


SACRED 


forgiven 

'  Thy  sins,  which  are  many,  are  forgiven.' 


FORGIVEN!  Oh !  how  the  heart  leaps  up  with  joy  ; 

The  little  childish  heart  that  did  the  wrong, 
In  careless,  thoughtless  mood,  of  fun  and  ploy, 

And  sore  has  suffered,  'midst  its  heedless  song. 

Forgiven !  the  old  friend  ever  hails  the  thought 
In  humble  thankfulness  of  soul  and  mind  ; 

Forgotten  all  the  sorrow  anger  brought, 
United  now,  in  friendship  that  vrill  bind. 

Forgiven  !  Oh,  how  the  prisoner  hears  the  sound  ; 

Forgiven  his  errors,  though  they  were  so  vile  ; 
His  heart  leaps  up  with  hope  and  joyous  bound, 

And  life  is  brighter  through  its  longest  mile. 

Forgiven  !  Oh !  how  God's  children  speak  the  word- 
The  word  that  brings  them  joy  and  peace  and  rest 

Their  conscience  now  can  sheath  its  angry  sword, 
And  then  comes  blessed  hope,  of  life  the  crest. 

Forgiven  !  Oh,  gracious  word  that  Jesus  speaks — 
Thy  sins,  tho'  dark  and  many,  are  forgiven ; 

And  still  He  down  the  ages  ever  seeks 
The  sinner  who  will  turn  the  way  to  Heaven. 
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H  Dew  Year's 


MAY  our  lives  a  prayer  be, 
Heavenly  Father,  unto  Thee  ! 
When  the  fair  new  day  is  born, 
In  the  early  hours  of  morn, 
May  our  souls,  like  incense,  rise 
To  our  Father  in  the  sides 
For  the  sinful  world  below, 
Full  of  grief  and  toil  and  woe. 

May  our  lives  a  prayer  be, 
Gracious  Saviour,  unto  Thee  ! 
As  we  travel  by  the  way, 
In  the  glowing  hours  of  day, 
Let  our  hearts  rise  up  to  Thee 
For  the  young,  that  they  may  be 
Kept  from  every  deadly  sin, 
To  Thy  happy  fold  brought  in. 

May  our  lives  a  prayer  be, 

Holy  Spirit,  unto  Thee  ! 

When  the  dark  night-shadows  creep, 

As  we  lay  us  down  to  sleep, 

May  the  aged  ones  be  blest, 

Ere  they  lay  them  down  to  rest ; 

Keep  their  spirits  to  Thee  near, 

Help  them  in  their  dying  fear. 

May  our  lives  a  prayer  be, 
Blessed  Trinity,  to  Thee  ! 
Guard  Thou  us  on  every  side  ; 
Let  no  woe  us  sore  betide ; 
Keep  us  from  abiding  sin  ; 
Purify  us  all  within ; 
May  we  cast  our  care  on  Thee, 
Blessed  Holy  One  in  Three  ! 


SACRED  141 

at  Sea 


(Written  at  Sea.) 


OH!  worship  now  our  Lord  and  King, 
And  to  Him  glad  devotion  bring, 

All  ye  who  cross  the  deep ; 
All  ye  who  traverse  ocean's  wave, 
Who  see  His  might  and  power  to  save 

All  on  the  sea  who  sleep. 

The  beetling  cliffs,  against  the  sky, 
The  flashing  lightning,  from  on  high, 

All  these  His  glory  greet ; 
The  infinite  expanse  of  sea 
Speak  of  His  glorious  majesty, 

'  As  sky  and  ocean  meet.' 

He  sendeth  storm,  He  sendeth  calm, 
He  sendeth  woe,  He  sendeth  balm 

To  souls,  sin-burdened,  sore  ; 
His  voice  makes  sorrow's  waves  to  cease, 
His  voice  can  give  all  joy  and  peace 

To  His  own,  for  evermore. 

As  ye  your  life  trust  on  the  deep, 
As  ye  lie  down  in  peace  to  sleep. 

When  the  great  ocean  rolls ; 
So  ye  who  traverse  o'er  the  wave, 
Oh !  trust  His  power  and  might  to  save 

Your  weary,  burdened  souls. 

Beyond  the  blackest  sky  the  light, 
Beyond  the  inky  sea  the  bight 

Where  rolling  waters  cease ; 
Beyond  Time's  darkest  clouds  unfurled; 
Beyond  this  grey  and  weary  world, 

There  lies  a  home  of  peace. 

Great  Father !    We,  Thy  children,  gaze 
Upon  Thy  works,  and  now  do  praise 

Thy  great  and  glorious  Name  ; 
Lord  of  the  mountain  and  the  sea 
We  humbly  bow  the  knee  to  Thee, 

And  send  abroad  Thy  fame, 
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at  Sea 


LORD,  we  praise  Thee,  Lord,  we  bless  Thee, 

Here  this  Sabbath  morn  at  sea, 
For  Thy  grace:  and  tender  mercy, 

For  Thy  goodness,  full  and  free ; 
For  the  soft  wind,  and  tempered  wave, 

Here,  Oh  Lord,  we  praise  Thee  now, 
For  Thy  great  love  that  doth  us  save, 

Here  we  at  Thy  footstool  bow. 

Lord,  we  praise  Thee,  Lord,  we  bless  Thee, 

On  this  great  and  teeming  flood, 
For  the  gospel,  great  and  boundless, 

For  the  Saviour's  cleansing  blood, — 
For  the  great  creation  round  us, 

Lord,  we  bless  Thee  and  adore ; 
Great  Creator,  Father,  Saviour, 

May  we  praise  Thee  evermore  ! 

Lord,  we  praise  Thee,  Lord,  we  bless  Thee, 

On  this  restless,  tossing  sea, 
For  the  dead  past,  far  behind  us, 

For  the  future  still  to  be. 
•  Here  we  raise  our  "  Ebenezer,"  ' 

Here  our  future  now  we  give, 
Thou  wilt  ever  guide  and  keep  us, 

If  we  in  Thy  fear  shall  live. 

May  we  praise,  Thee,  Lord,  and  bless  Thee, 

When  the  sea  has  passed  away, 
In  the  city,  great  and  golden, 

In  the  realms  of  endless  day. 
Keep  us,  Lord,  when  on  these  waters, 

Guide  us  o'er  this  restless  sea; 
Help  Thy  people,  on  its  bosom, 

Others  to  bring  home  to  Thee. 
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Jn  the  Stress  of  Oleatbtr 


PRAY  for  all  the  lives  that  be 

In  the  stress  of  weather ; 
Tossed  by  oft  an  angry  sea, 

Hither  and,  aye,  thither; 
Pray  that  none  of  them  be  lost 

In  the  depth  of  sorrow ; 
But  that  after  dark  waves  crossed, 

Brought  to  calm  to-morrow, 

Pray  for  all  young  lives  that  leave 

Youth's  calm,  quiet  haven, 
That  they  may  not  too  much  grieve, 

Nor  with  fear  be  craven ; 
But  with  brave,  courageous  heart, 

Battle  with  the  tempest ; 
Each  one  doing  his  own  part, 

With  will  strong  and  earnest, 

Pray  for  lives  all  weather-worn, 

Entering  the  haven ; 
O'er  the  seas  they  have  been  borne 

By  the  Lord  of  Heaven ; 
May  they  pass  the  headlands  fierce 

Of  sin  and  pain  and  sorrow, 
Come  into  the  dazzling  peace 

Of  the  bright  to-morrow. 
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Che  Hngel  of  Fjis  Presence 


THOU,  Son  of  God,  divine, 

In  long  past  years 
Came  down  in  olden  time 

To  wipe  the  tears ; 
Great  Angel  of  our  God, 

Still  Christ  our  King, 
All  the  celestial  spheres 

Thy  praises  sing. 

Thou,  Angel,  of  the  Lord, 

With  Enoch  walked 
O'er  ancient  sacred  fields, 

And  with  him  talked — 
Maybe  of  Thy  sore  death 

Upon  the  cross, 
And  all  Thy  sufferings  sore 

Of  pain  and  loss. 

Thou,  Angel  of  the  Lord, 

Still  Christ  our  God, 
With  Abram  oft  communed 

On  Canaan's  sod ; 
With  Jacob  wrestled  sore 

Till  break  of  day, 
And  blessed  him  greatly  then 

Along  the  way. 

Thou,  Angel  of  the  Lord, 

Who  Moses  led, 
All  through  the  wilderness 

Thy  people  fed ; 
Thou  art  our  Saviour,  Christ, 

Of  woman  born, 
Of  whom  the  angel  host 

Sang  in  the  morn. 

Thou,  Angel  of  the  Lord, 

Still  Christ  our  King, 
Who  left  Thy  great  estate 

This  world  to  bring 
Glad  hope,  and  joy,  and  peace, 

As  Man  of  man, 
Thou,  Captain  of  the  Host, 

Still  leads  the  van. 


SACRED  145 

Thou,  Angel  of  the  Lord, 

Thou,  Son,  divine, 
Thou,  Elder  Brother,  wert 

Before  earth's  time ; 
Then,  though  all  sorrows  come, 

Or  trials  fall, 
Thou  art  our  Saviour,  Christ, 

Great  God  of  all. 
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'Cast  thy  Burden  on  the  Cord' 


CAST  thy  burden  on  the  Lord, 
He  will  help  thee  by  His  word, 
He  who  once  this  sad  earth  trod — 
The  dear  Lord  on  high. 

Cast  thy  needs  from  day  to  day, 
Cheer  and  comfort  by  the  way, 
On  the  Lord,  our  Guide  and  Stay — 
The  dear  Lord  on  high. 

Cast  on  Him  thy  children's  care, 

All  the  troubles  which  we  bear, 

He  will  all  our  sorrows  share — 

The  dear  Lord  on  high. 

Cast  our  future,  unrevealed, 
All  the  rest  of  life  concealed, 
All  the  hopes  on  which  we  build — 
On  the  Lord  on  high. 

Cast  the  death-cloud,  hanging  o'er, 
All  the  dread,  the  anguish  sore, 
All  on  Him  who  suffering  bore — 
On  the  Lord  on  high. 

Then,  cast  on  Him  thy  care  and  sorrow, 
All  the  trouble  which  we  borrow 
Ever  from  the  coming  morrow — 
On  the  Lord  on  high. 
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Cbe  Corning  of  Our  Cord 


AWAY  in  far  Judean  wilds, 

And  by  each  flowing  rill, 
The  Lord  oft  wandered  with  His  flock, 

To  Olivet's  green  hill ; 
With  them  he  walked,  in  sacred  peace, 

Far  from  the  noise  and  din 
Of  all  the  careless  multitude 

That  often  followed  Him. 

Oh  !  the  fair  hill  of  Olivet, 

The  green  and  sacred  hill, 
With  thoughts  of  it  our  hearts  o'erflow, 

Our  souls  with  comfort  fill ; 
For  there,  the  feet  of  our  dear  Lord 

Will  tread  the  turf  once  more ; 
He  will  return  to  Olivet ! 

On  earth  to  blessings  pour. 

Oh  !  blessed,  blessed  living  hope 

That  comes  the  hearts  to  cheer, 
Of  those  who  choose  the  better  part, 

And  live  with  our  Lord  here ; 
Oh  !  living,  loving  gracious  Lord, 

We  will  await  the  morn 
When  Thou  wilt  come  to  Olivet 

To  cheer  the  hearts  forlorn. 

Oh  !  Olivet,  fair  Olivet, 

'Tis  but  a  little  while, 
Since  last  it  felt  Thy  footstep's  touch 

And  saw  Thy  heavenly  smile  ; 
And  Thou  hast  promised  to  return, 

To  tread  with  sacred  feet 
The  beauteous  slopes  of  Olivet 

And  Thine  own  people  greet. 
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Calvary 

'  God  so  loved  the  world  that  He  gave  His  only  begotten  Son/  &c. 


THERE  is  a  song  within  my  heart, 

It  echoes  all  the  day— 
It  keeps  me  from  the  world  apart, 

It  cheers  me  on  my  way ; 
It  is  the  song  of  Love  and  Light, 

Of  Him  who  died  for  me — 
It  makes  the  dreary  world  seem  bright, 

The  song  of  Calvary. 

There  is  an  echo  in  my  heart, 

From  the  primeval  chime, 
Of  song  in  which  old  earth  took  part 

In  the  far  ancient  time ; 
It  speaks  from  Eden's  garden  fair, 

That  song  of  prophecy — 
Of  burden  One  from  Heaven  would  bear, 

The  Lord  of  Calvary. 

There  is  a  song  within  my  heart, 

I  feel  its  sweetening  power 
As  I  with  all  the  world  take  part 

In  each  day's  busy  hour ; 
It  echoes  round  my  weary  heart, 

With  love,  dear  Lord,  of  Thee, 
It  keeps  me  from  temptation's  dart, 

The  song  of  Calvary. 

And  when  the  even-tide  comes  in, 

It  still  to  me  hath  charm — 
It  tells  me  of  forgiven  sin, 

It  keeps  me  from  alarm ; 
In  dreams  I  hear  it  oft  again, 

That  wondrous  song  to  me, 
That  calms  my  heart,  in  saddest  pain, 

The  song  of  Calvary. 
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Our  JnUrcessor 

'  Who  ever  liveth  to  make  intercession  for  us.' 


O  JESUS,  plead  Thou  for  us, 

At  Thy  great  Father's  hand ; 
O  loving,  gentle  Jesus, 

Plead  tor  us,  as  we  stand — 
Before  ihee,  humble,  contrite  ; 

We  need  Thy  help  alway ; 
Oh,  may  we  now  in  Thee  delight, 

In  Thy  love  bask  each  day. 

Oh  Jesus,  for  our  dear  ones, 

Plead  Thou  before  the  throne  ; 
In  all  their  dark  temptations, 

May  they  be  still  Thine  own. 
We  pray  Thee  may  Thy  Spirit 

Encompass  them  around ; 
That  clothed  with  Thy  great  merit, 

They  may  at  last  be  found. 

O  Jesus,  for  the  weary 

And  heavy-laden  plead ; 
That  thro'  their  years  so  dreary, 

Their  lives  to  Thee  may  lead. 
O  Jesus,  for  the  thoughtless, 

Plead  Thou  with  God  this  day  ; 
That  they  be  found  soon  spotless, 

To  worship  Him  alway. 

O  Jesus,  for  the  dying, 

We  plead  with  Thee  again  ; 
Plead  Thou  for  them  who,  sighing, 

Are  leaving  this  world's  ken. 
Oh,  help  them ;  hear  their  sorrow, 

In  their  great  time  of  woe; 
Oh,  give  them  bright  to-morrow, 

In  heaven,  to  which  they  go. 
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€be  Risen  Cord 


A  LOVELY  world  around  us  lies, 
Of  hills  and  seas  and  beauteous  skies  ; 
But,  ah !  'tis  touched  by  sin's  sore  strain. 
Of  sorrow,  trouble,  loss,  and  pain  ; 
But  for  it  Christ  has  died. 

The  fair  young  babe,  on  mother's  breast, 
The  joy  of  all  the  dear  home  nest, 
Is  stricken  with  a  sickness  sore, 
And  leaves  the  loved  home  evermore ; 
For  him  the  Christ  has  died. 

The  loving  maid,  with  dancing  feet, 
Longing  the  future  all  to  greet ; 
When  death  o'ershadows,  with  dark  wings, 
With  faith  to  Christ  her  poor  heart  clings  ; 
For  her  the  Christ  has  died. 

The  old  man,  hovering  near  the  grave, 
Ah !  who  is  there  who  now  can  save, 
Ah !  who  can  give  him  youth  again, 
Or  joy  amidst  his  grief  and  pain  ; 
For  him  the  Christ  has  died. 

And  for  all  simple,  erring  ones, 
Who  trust  in  Christ  'neath  earthly  suns; 
He  died  for  such  of  every  race, 
Redeems  them  by  His  glorious  grace ; 
For  all  the  Christ  has  died. 

Then  let  no  fear  attack  the  soul, 
We  look  by  faith  beyond  the  goal, 
To  Christ,  the  Risen  One,  who  died, 
Who  sitteth  by  the  great  King's  side; 
The  living  Christ  who  died. 
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3mmanu*l 

'  Christ,  our  elder  brother.' 


BROTHER  to  our  humanity, 

Altho'  Divine ; 
Lord  Jesus,  now  we  come  to  Thee, 

For  we  are  Thine : 

Immanuel,  brother,  come ! 

Oh !  elder  brother,  help  Thine  own, 

Thy  brethren  weak ; 
With  sin  and  woe  our  path  is  strewn. 

Yet  Thee  we  seek : 

Immanuel,  brother,  come. 

Oh !  elder  brother,  we  are  lost 

But  for  Thy  grace ; 
Help  us,  when  tried  and  tempest  tossed, 

To  see  Thy  face : 

Immanuel,  brother,  come ! 

Oh !  elder  brother,  we  are  weak, 

Give  us  Thy  strength ; 
We  Thy  great  presence  ever  seek 

Through  life's  long  length : 
Immanuel,  brother,  come ! 

Oh !  elder  brother,  through  all  life 

Be  near  our  side ; 
With  power  to  help  us  in  the  strife, 

As  years  past  glide : 

Immanuel,  brother,  come ! 

And  when  in  death  we  come  to  lie, 

Oh !  elder  brother  come 
From  Thy  place  glorious  in  the  sky, 

To  bring  us  home  : 

Immanuel,  brother,  come. 
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Cbe  father's  Cove— for  Jesus'  Sake 


IF  for  my  far-off  boy's  dear  sake 

I  give  a  thankful  dole 
To  anyone  who  comes  in  need, 

Or  sorrow,  to  console — 
So,  heavenly  Father,  give  to  me, 

For  Thy  Son's  sake  so  true, 
All  that  I  need  of  grace  and  truth, 

My  wanderings  to  pursue. 

If  one  should  hail  from  my  boy's  life,  . 

Or  come  in  his  dear  name, 
Would  I  not  give  him  home  and  help, 

And  comfort,  to  sustain  ? — 
So,  heavenly  Father,  Thou  wilt  give 

All  strength  and  life  and  grace, 
To  all  who  come  in  Jesus'  name, 

And  long  to  see  His  face. 

For  my  boy's  sake,  and  in  his  name, 

I  would  give  all  I  could 
Of  this  world's  blessing  to  each  one 

Who  comes  to  me  for  good. 
Oh !  heavenly  Father,  now  I  know 

Thou  wilt  give  unto  me 
All  that  I  need,  for  His  dear  sake 

Who  died  upon  the  tree. 

'  For  my  boy's  sake  ! '  (the  words  bring  tears), 

I  would  sad  ones  sustain 
Who  far  are  from  their  cherished  homes, 

In  loneliness  and  pain. 
Ah !  now  we  know  the  power  of  love, 

The  wondrous  living  grace 
That  dwelleth  in  the  Father's  heart 

For  all  who  seek  His  face. 

Oh !  heavenly  Father,  we  poor  ones 

Who  parents  are  in  truth, 
We  only  know  the  edge  of  love, 

We  only  guess,  in  sooth ; 
For  Thou,  the  Father,  great  of  all, 

Carest  for  each  poor  one, 
Tho'  Thy  vast  love  we  fathom  not 

Until  high  heaven  is  won. 
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FROM  all  these  fair  young  lands,  O  Lord, 

We  come  with  songs  of  praise, 
For  many  blessings  Thou  hast  stored, 

For  us  in  latter  days ; 
For  mines,  and  flocks,  and  richest  lands, 

We  give  our  thanks  to  Thee,— 
From  these  may  many  earnest  bands 

Arise  to  worship  Thee. 

May  we  not  wander  from  Thy  care, 

Or  leave  Thy  blessed  fold ; 
We  with  our  fathers  fain  would  share 

Thy  promises  of  old ; 
They  in  far  lands  oft  raised  the  hymn 

On  many  a  moss  and  moor, 
And  still  they  found,  though  eyes  were  dim, 

Thy  promises  were  sure. 

From  all  these  fair  young  lands,  O  Lord, 

We  come  with  songs  of  praise, 
For  all  the  beauty  Thou  hast  stored 

For  us  in  latter  days ; 
For  hill  and  dale,  for  land  and  sea, 

For  beauties  all  around, 
We  lift  our  grateful  hearts  to  Thee, 

Thy  presence  we  have  found. 

From  all  these  fair  young  lands,  O  Lord, 

We  come  with  songs  of  praise  ; 
We  are  Thy  people's  children,  Lord, 

To  Thee  our  hymns  we  raise ; 
Oh  !  give  us  happy  Christian  homes 

Where  once  the  heathen  trod, 
From  worldliness  lift  Thou  our  hearts 

To  Thee,  our  father's  God. 
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Che  Joy  of  the  Cord 


THE  joy  of  the  Lord, 

Oh !  what  can  it  mean ; 
He  bids  us  all  enter, 

Who,  faithful  have  been ; 
Who,  faithful  in  small  things, 

Have  been  to  their  Lord, 
Will  rulers  be  with  Him, 

As  saith  His  true  word. 

The  joy  of  the  Lord, 

Oh !  what  can  it  be 
Far  up  in  high  heaven, 

By  calm  crystal  sea. 
There  nothing  can  vex  u?, 

No  night  dull  115  down ; 
The  Cross  is  all  over ; 

And  bright  now  the  Crown. 

The  joy  of  the  Lord, 

We  enter  it  now  ; 
If  we  in  His  presence, 

Do  now  pay  our  vow ; 
To  serve  Him  with  gladness, 

To  praise  Him  with  love, 
To  hail  Him  our  Captain, 

Like  hosts  safe  above. 

The  joy  of  the  Lord, 

To  serve  Him  in  heaven  ; 
To  wait  His  commands 

Whene'er  they  are  given  ; 
The  joy  of  the  Lord, 

With  Him  aye  to  dwell, 
To  worship,  to  praise 

Our  Emmanuel. 
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Fjope,  faith,  Cove 


OH  1  God  of  Hope,  we  bless  Thee, 

And  praise  Thy  glorious  name ; 
For  light  amidst  the  darkness ; 

For  Hope's  bright,  ambient  flame; 
It  lighted  has  thro'  ages, 

The  heart  of  many  a  one ; 
And  oft  poor  lives  has  brightened, 

'Neath  North  and  Southern  sun. 

Oh  !  God  of  Faith,  we  bless  Thee, 

For  opening  the  unseen : 
To  mortal  eyes  with  clearness, 

To  give  them  vision  keen ; 
Through  mist  of  earth  to  see  Thee, 

The  King  on  Thy  great  throne  ; 
The  Lord,  Creator,  Saviour, 

And  Father  of  Thine  own. 

Oh  !  God  of  Love,  we  bless  Thee, 

For  love  in  every  phase ; 
For  love  of  home  and  country 

We  lift  our  hearts  in  praise ; 
We  praise  Thee,  oh !  we  bless  Thee, 

For  all  love's  sacred  chains; 
Where'er  true  love  is  glowing, 

There  joy  and  gladness  reigns. 

Oh  !  God  in  heaven,  we  bless  Thee, 

For  Hope  and  Faith,  and  Love ; 
They  make  the  world  like  Eden, 

With  graces  from  above ; 
We  praise  Thee,  oh !  we  bless  Thee, 

And  all  heaven's  endless  days 
Will  be  too  short  to  bless  Thee, 

And  sing  Thy  glorious  praise. 
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Hbba,  father  ! 


FATHER,  at  Thy  feet  we  fall, 
Obedient  to  Thy  gracious  call, 
Take  from  us  the  dread  of  fear 
As  we  kneel  at  Thy  feet  here, 
Abba,  Father ! 

Sons  and  daughters  are  we,  Lord, 
Those  according  to  Thy  Word, 
Who  of  us  can  truly  say, 
With  a  loving  heart  alway, 
Abba,  Father ! 

Give  us,  Lord,  the  children's  love, 
Like  the  sinless  far  above  ; 
Take  us,  Lord,  into  Thy  home, 
That  from  Thee  we  may  not  roam, 
Abba,  Father ! 

We,  the  heirs,  are  with  Thy  Son, 
Who  hath  now  the  victory  won ; 
Thy  great  Spirit  to  us  give, 
That  before  Thee  we  may  live, 
Abba,  Father  ! 

Lord,  now  here  to  us  reveal, 
As  we  at  Thy  footstool  kneel ; 
Even  here  to  us  be  given, 
Foretaste  of  Thy  glorious  heaven, 
Abba,  Father  ! 

Oh !  the  happiness  that  we, 
Sinful  children  though  we  be, 
Able  are  to  come  to  Thee, 
In  faith  and  true  sincerity, 
Abba,  Father! 
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Che  Cord's   Day 


A  WHITE-ROBED  angel  looked  far  down 

Into  the  bush  so  wild  ; 
'  Dear  Lord,'  he  said,  '  I  see  no  sign 

Of  Thy  sweet  service  mild  ; 
I  see  no  sign,  I  hear  no  bell 

Sound  through  the  glistening  air, 
There  is  scant  worship  in  men's  hearts, 

No  call  for  hour  of  prayer. 

'  Yet  the  great  bush  a  Sabbath  hath, 

Its  creatures  praise  Thee,  Lord  ; 
'Tis  only  man  who  tendeth  not, 

Or  waiteth  for  Thy  word ; 
Thy  word  in  thunder  stirs  the  air, 

All  living  things  adore, 
But  man,  he  cares  not  for  Thee,  Lord, 

Or  loveth  evermore. 

'  And  man  is  careless  of  Thy  day, 

This  day  of  holy  thought ; 
This  day  that  telleth  of  the  joy 

That  Thou,  dear  Lord,  has  brought ; 
This  day  of  memory  and  of  love, 

And  of  our  Father's  God, 
And  of  Thy  blessed  sacrifice, 

On  Calvary's  dewy  sod. 

'  Yet,  in  that  great  and  lonesome  bush, 

Some  hearts  do  fear  Thy  name  ; 
Some  hearts  do  beat  with  holy  love, 

And  feel  its  sweetest  flame  ; 
Lord,  save  the  little  children  there, 

Bless  those  who  teach  Thy  truth  ; 
Train  up  a  host  to  worship  Thee, 

Keep  them  from  sin  and  ruth. 

'  Dear  Lord,  look  down,  and  spread  Thy  wings 

Of  peace  o'er  this  great  land ; 
May  dwellers  in  the  lonely  bush, 

And  in  the  cities  grand, 
Be  brought  to  bring  their  tribute  true 

To  Thy  long-suffering  feet ; 
So  shall  the  land  be  crowned  with  joy 

When  Thee  Thy  people  meet.' 
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So  prayed  the  angel,  clothed  in  white, 

Before  the  dear  Lord's  throne ; 
As  he  looked  o'er  the  goodly  land, 

And  wished  it  for  Christ's  own. 
And  the  dear  Lord  his  prayer  heard, 

For  some  day  in  far  time, 
His  reign  shall  be  from  shore  to  shore 

O'er  all  Australian  clime. 
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Cbe  Cord's  Chasten  ings 


IT  is  only  the  gold  most  precious, 

That  will  refined  be, 
From  the  sand  and  dross  of  earthly  mould, 

Till  it  is  bright  to  see. 
The  glare  and  glitter  of  metal  false 

No  refiner  cares  to  see ; 
It  is  only  the  gold  most  precious 

That  will  be  true  to  thee. 

So  the  Lord  refines,  with  sadness  sore, 

The  thoughtful  heart  and  mind ; 
Till  like  the  gold,  most  perfect  and  true, 

All  dross  is  left  behind. 
Then  let  all  hardest  trials  be  borne, 

And  cares  and  ills  of  life; 
Our  '  Refiner '  knows  how  much  we  need 

In  this  world's  stress  and  strife. 

It  is  only  the  stone  most  worthy 

The  artist  will  prepare 
To  chisel  the  statue  beautiful, 

So  wondrous  true  and  fair ; 
No  flaw  in  it  must  ever  be  seen, 

Its  marble  pure  and  white, 
From  it  to  evoke  the  life-like  form, 

So  full  of  life  and  light. 

So  with  our  heavenly  Father  kind, 

It  is  the  purest  soul 
He  chisels  and  moulds,  with  sorrows  sore, 

Till  ready  for  the  goal ; 
So  on  his  tenderest,  truest  ones, 

He  patiently  chisels  still, 
Till  pure  and  good,  most  beautiful, 

The  waiting  niche  they  fill. 

His  chastenings  all  are  right  and  good, 

Tho'  they  seem  hard  and  sore 
To  each  of  us,  till  we  know  our  God, 

And  come  to  Him  once  more. 
Then  like  the  chiselled  statue  fair, 

We  stand  in  perfect  form, 
And  bright  as  refined  gold  most  pure, 

Our  '  Lord's  Crown '  we  adorn. 
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Cttait  on  the  Cord 


WAIT  thou,  the  heavenly  Father  saith, 

Wait  thou,  my  child ; 
Some  purpose  is,  in  all  thy  ways, 
E'en  thro'  the  saddest,  gloomiest  days, 
Sometime  thou'lt  know,  and  then  wilt  praise, 

Wait  thou,  my  child. 

Wait  thou,  the  heavenly  Father  saith, 

Wait  thou,  my  child; 
One  day,  the  glory  will  be  thine, 
And  thou  wilt  know  why  woe  and  shine 
Came  from  My  hand  ;  all  power  is  Mine, 

Wait  thou,  my  child. 

Wait  thou,  the  heavenly  Father  saith, 

Wait  thou,  my  child ; 
Tho'  dark  the  clouds  above  doth  loom, 
For  many  left,  in  mortal  tomb ; 
They  yet  shall  rise,  in  fairest  bloom, 

Wait  thou,  my  child. 

Wait  thou,  the  heavenly  Father  saith, 

Wait  thou,  my  child; 
Look  at  the  glorious  lily  sweet, 
Rise  from  the  bulb,  beneath  your  feet, 
The  sunshine  of  the  heavens  to  meet, 

Wait  thou,  my  child. 

Wait  thou,  the  heavenly  Father  saith, 

Wait  thou,  my  child  ; 
See  thou  the  dazzling  dragon-dy, 
Fly  past  your  eyes,  athwart  the  sky, 
Think  where  its  parent  low  doth  lie  ; 

Wait  thou,  my  child. 

Wait  thou,  the  heavenly  Father  saith, 

Wait  thou,  my  child ; 
So  will  the  dust  of  God's  loved  Own, 
Rise  from  their  temporal  bodies  sown, 
In  spiritual  heavenly  beauty  grown, 

So  wait,  my  child. 
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Che  Sweet  Psalmist 


OH  !  for  King  David's  faith, 

In  cov'nant  firm  and  sure, 
For  his  beloved  ones, 

That  it  should  aye  endure  ; 
That  tho'  they  wandered  far, 

They  still  at  last  should  meet, 
All  safely  gathered  in, 

Around  the  Saviour's  feet. 

Oh  !  for  King  David's  praise, 

The  Psalmist's  sweetest  tunes, 
Oft  sung  through  weary  ways 

Beneath  fair  Canaan's  moons ; 
Oh  !  for  his  saintly  songs 

That  charmed  hath  the  world, 
That  raised  God's  banner  high, 

Against  dark  sin  unfurled. 

Oh !  for  King  David's  love 

For  the  anointed  Son, 
His  love  so  firm  and  deep 

For  the  long-promised  One  ; 
Oh !  for  His  heart  of  grace, 

Through  sorrows  deep  and  sore, 
The  penitential  tears 

He  wept  for  evermore. 

Oh  !  for  King  David's  heart, 

So  joyful  in  God's  cause, 
So  valiant  in  the  fight, 

Obedient  to  His  laws; 
Oh !  for  his  childlike  soul, 

His  loving  heart  of  grace, 
That  bent  his  will  to  God's, 

So  he  might  see  His  face. 

Oh  !  for  King  David's  trust, 

That  mountains  might  remove, 
Ere  covenants  should  break, 

Or  God's  word  faithless  prove  ; 
Then,  when  we  meet  at  last 

Around  our  Saviour's  throne, 
May  David's  greater  Son 

Us  welcome  as  His  own ! 
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Che  Creator 


ONE  is  wiser,  One  is  greater, 
Than  we  children  of  a  day ; 

He,  who  made  the  glorious  mountains, 
And  Who  guides  Orion's  way ; 

He  is  greater,  He  is  wiser, 

Than  we  mortal  sons  of  clay. 

See  our  weakness,  see  our  sorrow, 
See  us  like  all  creatures  die  ; 

Life  is  short,  and  frail  our  nature, 
As  the  years  do  swiftly  fly ; 

Look  we  to  the  great  Creator, 
Who  to  us  is  ever  nigh. 

He  is  calling,  ever  calling, 

Us  to  bring  our  cares  to  Him ; 

He  who  bore  our  sins  and  sorrows, 
From  the  morn  till  evening  dim ; 

He  is  waiting,  He  is  calling, 

Then  all  Nature  sings  her  hymn. 

Bring  we  then  our  wants  all  to  Him, 
In  our  youth  and  in  our  age ; 

Wants  of  body,  wants  of  spirit, 
As  we  turn  life's  daily  page ; 

He  is  greater,  He  is  wiser, 

Than  the  greatest  earthly  sage. 

He  is  greater,  He  is  wiser, 

He  will  keep  true  life's  sweet  tune ; 
Short  it  is  to  all  creation, 

Over  often  before  noon, 
If  we  trust  our  great  Creator, 

Life  will  come,  e'en  late  or  soon. 

Turn  we  to  these  glorious  mountains, 
To  the  stars  which  nightly  tread 

O'er  the  valleys,  o'er  the  ocean, 
O'er  the  living  and  the  dead. 

See  the  great  Creator  Spirit, 

See  His  hovering  wings  o'erspread. 
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Solitude 


'COME  ye  apart,  and  rest  awhile,' 

Into  the  desert  lone ; 
So  spake  the  Saviour  of  the  world, 

To  those  His  loved,  His  own; 
So  speaks  to  us,  the  dear  Lord  still, 

When  we  are  tired  and  worn, 
Throw  off  the  trammels  of  the  world, 

That  ye  so  long  have  borne. 

JCome  ye  apart,  and  rest  awhile,' 

The  grandeur  of  the  hills ; 
The  works  of  our  great  Father — God, 

The  soul  with  ardour  thrills; 
Stand  ye  before  these  mountains  high, 

And  let  your  spirits  soar, 
Above  earth's  joys  and  triumphs  great, 

Which  fade  for  evermore. 

'  Come  ye  apart,  and  rest  awhile,' 

Look  on  the  moaning  sea; 
In  all  its  glory  and  its  might, 

In  all  its  mystery ; 
Which  ever  lifteth  up  its  voice, 

As  if  to  tell  to  thee, 
That  time  is  short,  but  ever  long 

Is  great  eternity. 

For  ye  are  greater  than  the  hills, 

Far  greater  than  the  sea ; 
Ye  are  God's  image  on  the  earth, 

To  God  at  last  ye  flee ; 
These  grand  old  hills  will  lose  their  strength, 

The  waters  fail  and  dry ; 
But  lives,  close  hid,  with  Christ  in  God, 

With  Him  will  never  die. 

4  So,  come  apart,  and  rest  awhile,' 

Great  is  your  destiny ; 
To  live  for  ever,  with  the  Lord, 

When  gone  are  land  and  sea, 
To  live  for  ever,  ever-more, 

Oh  !  thought  beyond  compare, 
Victorious  over  death  and  grave, 

Christ's  glory  aye  to  share. 
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Crust 


IN  Thee,  Oh !  Lord,  I  put  my  trust, 

In  Thee,  alone; 

Thou,  our  best,  our  living  Friend ; 
Thou,  to  whom  our  prayers  ascend  ; 
Oh !  Thou,  to  whom  our  knees  we  bend  ; 

To  Thee,  alone. 

Oh !  Lord !  in  Thee  I  put  my  trust, 

In  Thee,  alone; 

Help  me  when  there  is  no  help  around, 
No  loving  voice,  no  soothing  sound, 
To  go  where  sympathy  is  found, 

In  Thee,  alone. 

Oh !  Lord  !  in  Thee  I  put  my  trust, 

In  Thee  alone; 

Help  me,  when  full  of  trouble  dire  ; 
Help  me,  when  through  sore  sorrow's  fire ; 
Help  me  to  trust  through  slander's  ire, 

In  Thee,  alone. 

Oh !  Lord !  in  Thee  I  put  my  trust, 

In  Thee,  alone. 

Help  me  when  friends  so  oft  do  leave, 
And  saddened  hearts  are  left  to  grieve, 
To  trust  in  Thee  my  lot  to  weave, 

To  Thee  alone. 

Oh !  Lord,  in  Thee  I  put  my  trust, 

In  Thee,  alone  ; 

Whom  can  I  come  to  but  to  Thee  ? 
Thou  Lord  of  all  eternity ! 
Help  me  to  trust,  Oh,  Christ  1  in  Thee, 

In  Thee,  alone. 
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Cbe  Cord's  Day 

1  Remember  the  Sabbath  day,  to  keep  it  holy. 


Now  comes  to  us  this  Sabbath  morn, 

Gem  of  the  circling  week; 
Oh  !  Lord,  on  this  blest  day,  new-born, 

We  come  Thy  grace  to  seek  ; 
Keep  far  from  us  all  thoughts  of  sin, 
And  purify  our  hearts  within. 

This  holy  morn,  this  day  of  rest, 

We  welcome  it  once  more ; 
May  words  and  deeds  this  day  be  blest, 

May  love  to  Thee  now  soar ; 
Send  far  from  us  all  thoughts  of  pride, 
And  keep  us  humbly  near  Thy  side. 

On  this  bright  day,  may  heaven  be  near 

To  many  a  saddened  one  ; 
Lord,  take  from  them  all  dread  and  fear, 

And  show  them  home  near  won ; 
Oh !  give  them  sense  of  holy  joy, 
Without  a  taint  of  earth's  alloy. 

This  blessed  day,  Thy  day,  oh  God  ! 

The  Father's  day  of  rest ; 
Like  incense  rises  from  the  sod, 

The  prayers  of  the  blest ; 
Keep  far  from  us  all  thoughts  of  ill, 
And  with  Thy  love  our  spirits  fill. 
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patience 

'  Wait  patiently  for  Him.' 


GRANT  us  sweet  patience,  Lord,  we  plead, 
To  wait  each  day,  while  Thou  dost  lead  ; 
Through  storm  or  tempest,  grief  or  care, 
To  know  our  burdens  Thou  dost  bear ; 
Oh  !  daily  humblest  patience  give, 
So  may  we  in  Thy  presence  live. 

Grant  us,  dear  Lord,  true  faith  to  say 
'  Thy  will  be  done '  each  day  by  day ; 
To  look  beyond  the  dark  for  light, 
To  wait  till  all  is  calm  and  bright ; 
Oh !  daily  sweetest  patience  give, 
So  may  we  in  Thy  presence  live. 

Grant  us,  dear  Lord,  to  leave  our  all 
To  Thy  great  care,  that  none  may  fall ; 
Of  all  the  dear  ones  we  may  love, 
Grant,  Lord,  we  meet  them  all  above  ; 
Oh  !  daily  humblest  patience  give, 
So  may  we  in  Thy  presence  live. 

Grant  us,  dear  Lord,  to  trust  and  rest 
On  Thee,  our  Saviour  ever  blest ; 
To  rest  until  the  answer  comes, 
To  wait  for  all  the  Master's  crumbs ; 
Oh !  daily  sweetest  patience  give, 
So  may  we  in  Thy  presence  live. 

Grant  us  such  trust,  aye  to  endure, 
Knowing  Thy  promises  are  sure; 
Thou,  Lord,  art  pitiful  and  kind 
To  those  who  love  Thee,  soul  and  mind  ; 
Oh !  we  beseech  Thee,  patience  give. 
So  may  we  in  Thy  presence  live. 
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Che  eagle's  Rest 


HER  nest  the  eagle  stirreth, 

And  from  it  fledglings  flings  ; 
To  make  them  strong  and  strenuous, 

Aw  ay  from  mother's  wings. 
While  the  home  nest  remaineth, 

They  never  dared  to  fly, 
The  mother  wrecks  her  labour 

To  make  them  seek  the  sky. 

She  chose  her  nest  for  safety, 

And  laboured  day  by  day, 
O'er  the  high  crag  so  lonely, 

To  make  it  safe  alway ; 
She  fed  them  in  her  eerie, 

With  food  shared  from  her  own, 
But  as  they  grow  and  strengthen 

They  must  seek  it  all  alone. 

She  tears  her  nest  in  ruins 

That  they  may  see  the  blue ; 
And  so  the  fledglings  flutter, 

Beyond  the  rocks  dark  hue. 
And  upward  now  rejoicing, 

They  fly  into  the  air, 
Forgetting  all  her  trouble, 

While  warmed  by  sunlight  fair. 

So,  doth  the  heavenly  Father, 

Give  each  a  tender  nest ; 
In  youth  He  doth  surround  us, 

With  all  that's  good  and  blest. 
He  carefully  defends  us, 

From  every  childhood's  harm, 
For  He  our  life  aye  guardeth, 

By  His  own  loving  arm. 

The  God  who  careth  for  us, 

Will  keep  us  safe  from  ill ; 
Altho'  our  homes  may  crumble 

We  have  His  promise  still ; 
His  promise  to  our  children, 

At  close  of  earthly  day, 
So  we  trust  the  heavenly  Father, 

And  wait  His  time  alway. 
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Springtide  Glory 


COME  !  See  the  heavenly  glory, 

Reflected  even  here ; 
In  all  the  springtide  story, 

Retold  from  year  to  year. 

Come !  See  the  beauty  beaming 
On  every  blossom  bright ; 

Heaven's  glory  to  us  seeming 
On  this  earth's  sad-grey  light. 

Come !  See  the  glorious  brightness, 
Come,  worship  at  His  feet ; 

Who  clothes  the  trees  in  whiteness 
In  every  glade  we  meet. 

But  ah !  the  glory  fadeth 

From  out  each  springtide  flower, 
The  heavenly  beauty  fadeth ; 

It  is  not  earth's  fair  dower. 

There,  where  the  glory  reigneth, 
Ah,  there,  the  flowers  ne'er  die  ; 

Here,  here,  their  beauty  paineth, 
Too  soon,  in  dust  they  lie. 

When  springtide  glory  glistens 
Under  the  sun's  bright  rays, 

'  Our  Father '  bends  and  listens 
To  hear  His  children's  praise. 

Come  !  See  the  wondrous  glory 
Of  all  the  new-born  spring ; 

Come,  hear  the  olden  story 
The  angels  always  sing. 
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Cbe  Beautiful  Spring 


OH  thank  the  Lord  for  the  beautiful  Spring, 

Over  all  the  land  let  His  praises  ring ; 

For  the  joy  of  Spring,  with  its  fragrant  scent, 

From  the  whitened  trees,  with  their  branches  bent ; 

Let  the  old  and  young  join  voices  to  sing 

All  praise  to  the  Lord,  who  hath  sent  the  Spring. 

He  now  has  clothed  with  finger  of  power, 

The  old,  old  earth,  with  a  cloak  of  flower ; 

It  seems  to  us  now  as  a  holy  place, 

When  we,  through  its  beauty.  His  hand  can  trace ; 

We  come  to  His  presence  His  glory  to  meet, 

And  we  draw  our  shoes  from  off  our  feet. 

The  world  is  old,  but  the  Spring  is  new, 
With  its  clearest  pearls  of  glittering  dew ; 
For  the  old,  old  earth  is  still  drcst  so  young 
When  the  veil  of  bloom  is  over  her  flung, 
And  her  balmy  breath  gives  a  taste  of  bliss, 
Of  a  better  land  where  earth's  woes  we'll  miss. 

Ah  !  the  world  is  young  to  the  young  and  fair, 
To  those  who  have  never  a  thought  of  care ; 
But,  oh !  to  the  old  it  is  bleak  and  worn, 
With  its  great  dark  rocks,  all  ragged  and  torn  ; 
Yet  the  aged  heart  is  charmed  with  the  Spring, 
But  the  old,  sweet  joy  it  never  can  bring. 

Oh !  the  golden  Spring,  with  its  leafy  grace, 
Throws  a  bright  gladness  o'er  every  face; 
The  sick  and  laden  feel  its  glad  power, 
It  brings  to  them  comfort,  oft  hour  by  hour  ; 
Then  may  we  to  him  our  grateful  praise  bring, 
The  bountiful  Lord,  who  hath  sent  the  Spring. 
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3n  the  Hutumn 


MAY  the  Autumn  joy  and  peace 
Round  the  aged  never  cease ; 
May  its  restful,  soothing  calm, 
Fill  their  hearts  with  holy  balm ; 
Better  than  the  Spring  time  clear, 
Better  than  the  Summer  dear ; 
Now  let  aged  hearts  be  still 
From  the  fear  of  future  ill. 

As  the  Autumn  skies  transcend, 
May  their  gentle  grace  descend 
On  the  aged  Christian's  way 
As  he  travels  day  by  day ; 
May  their  tranquil  calm  and  joy 
Keep  away  woe's  sad  alloy ; 
After  all  the  storms  of  life, 
May  they  rest  from  care  and  strife. 

Hope  is  not  for  youth  alone, 
It  will  come  to  our  God's  own ; 
So  look  forward  !    May  the  saint, 
Though  the  light  be  often  faint, 
When  he  looks  beyond  the  skies, 
See  the  blessed  '  Dayspring '  rise, 
Know,  then,  by  the  '  Crystal  Sea,' 
He  shall  rest,  O  Lord,  with  Thee. 

Restful,  beautiful,  bright  time, 
Christian  age  is  often  thine ; 
Skies  are  tranquil,  peaceful,  still, 
Not  a  cloud  on  vale  or  hill ; 
Hopeful,  quiet  hours  now  come 
From  the  glorious,  heavenly  Home  ; 
Rest  from  all  the  world's  loud  din, 
Triumphing  o'er  woe  and  sin. 

So  the  Christian's  fair  old  age 
Sheds  a  light  o'er  life's  dark  page ; 
All  the  restlessness  of  youth 
Gone  with  all  its  care  and  ruth  : 
Calmer,  sweeter  now  we  sing 
Praise  to  Him  our  Lord  and  King, 
For  the  gentle  Autumn  days, 
For  its  restful,  quiet  ways. 
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Our  Dwelling  Place 


OUR  blessed  Lord  and  King, 

Thou  art  our  dwelling-place, 
Through  storm  or  calm  or  loss 

We  ever  see  Thy  face  ; 
Through  all  the  changing  years 

We  ever  dwell  with  Thee, 
For  Thou  art  Home  to  us, 

E'en  to  eternity. 

Through  years  of  brightest  shine, 

With  earthly  joys  around, 
We  still  shall  dwell  with  Thee, 

And  hear  afar  the  sound 
Of  our  loved  dwelling-place, 

Where  we  at  last  shall  rest — 
Close  to  the  Father's  heart, 

Close  to  the  Saviour's  breast. 

And  when  all  joys  depart 

From  out  this  dreary  world, 
We  aye  shall  see  our  Home, 

With  wings  of  faith  unfurled ; 
For  still  Thou  art  our  Home, 

Our  blessed  dwelling-place, 
Wherein  Thou  leadest  us 

Till  we  shall  see  Thy  face. 

Thou  wert  a  Dwelling-place, 

Thou  wert  a  Father's  God 
To  many  a  loved  one 

Who  now  lies  'neath  the  sod  : 
To  children's  children,  Lord, 

Thou  promised  to  be, 
Their  Dwelling-place  for  aye, 

So  they  shall  be  with  Thee. 
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Hlone,  Yet  Dot  Hlone 


ALONE,  yet  not  alone  ! 

Our  Saviour  dear, 
We  ne'er  are  left  alone 

When  Thou  art  near. 

Alone,  yet  not  alone  ! 

When  joys  abound, 
We  our  most  sacred  joys 

In  Thee  have  found. 

Alone,  yet  not  alone  ! 

When  sorrows  come. 
The  sorrow  and  the  grief, 

They  bring  us  home. 

Alone,  yet  not  alone ! 

In  troubles  dire 
i  hou  walkest  by  our  side 

Through  fiercest  fire. 

Alone,  yet  not  alone  ! 

When  friendships  fail, 
When  disappointments  come, 

In  earth's  dark  vale. 

Alone,  yet  not  alone ! 

When  death  draws  near  ; 
In  the  dark  river's  flood 

We  need  not  fear. 

Alone,  yet  not  alone  ! 

At  Thy  great  bar ; 
Oh,  then  safe  may  we  be 

In  Heaven  afar. 


SACRED  17. 


Olhat  Comes,  Tis  Best 


SORROW  or  joy,  dear  Lord, 

Whatever  comes,  'tis  best ; 
Comes  it  from  Thine  own  hand, 

It  will  be  blest. 
Thine  arm  will  lead  us  through 

Shadow  or  shine ; 
Till  safely  we  at  last 

Are  ever  Thine. 

Sorrow  or  joy,  dear  Lord, 

If  'tis  Thy  will ; 
Let  our  tired  hearts  have  rest, 

With  Thy  love  fill ; 
Not  dreading  sudden  death 

Or  sore  alarm ; 
Trusting  to  Thee  to  keep 

Us  safe  from  harm. 

Sorrow  or  joy,  dear  Lord, 

For  those  too  dear ; 
May  Thy  peace  fill  their  souls 

Without  a  fear  ; 
Give  them  with  us  a  place 

In  Thy  true  fold ; 
No  earthly  joys  or  woes 

In  streets  of  gold. 

Sorrow  or  joy,  dear  Lord, 

Let  neither  keep 
Us  from  our  sweet  repose 

Or  quiet  sleep ; 
At  midnight  watch  may  we 

Look  up  to  Thee, 
Who  giveth  Thine  own  peace 

Eternally. 


174  SACRED 

Salvation 

'God  so  loved  the  world  that  He  gave  His  only  begotten  Son. 


OH,  the  love  of  God  the  Father, 

Oh,  the  love  of  God  the  Son  ; 
Oh,  the  love  of  God  the  Spirit, 

Triune  blessed  three  in  One. 
Oh,  the  plan  for  man's  salvation, 

Of  our  lost  and  dying  race ; 
Just  to  trust  the  gracious  Saviour, 

Then  to  see  His  blessed  face. 

Oh,  the  love  of  God  the  Father, 

Yielding  up  His  heavenly  Son 
To  the  death  and  to  the  torture 

That  our  kingdom  might  be  won  ; 
That  all  poor  and  dying  sinners, 

Foes  to  all  that's  good  and  right, 
May  be  turned  from  sinful  thraldom 

To  the  pure  and  heavenly  Light. 

Oh,  the  suffering  of  the  Saviour, 

Son  of  the  eternal  King ; 
Who  did  leave  His  home  in  glory, 

And  the  courts  where  angels  sing, 
To  be  classed  with  vilest  sinners 

That  this  poor  earth  ever  saw ; 
Those  who  mocked  His  tender  mercy, 

And  had  broken  every  law. 

Oh,  the  love  of  God  the  Spirit, 

Working  still  in  this  sad  world ; 
Where  reigns  Satan,  fallen  angel, 

And  his  banner  is  unfurled  ; 
Oh,  the  love  of  triune  Godhead, 

Brooding  ever  o'er  this  earth  ; 
Let  poor  sinners  only  trust  Him, 

He  will  save  at  latest  breath. 

Far  beyond  our  understanding ; 

Far  beyond  our  lips  to  speak, 
Triune  Godhead,  draw  our  sad  hearts 

Thy  most  precious  love  to  seek. 


SACRED  175 


Cbe  Dawn 


THE  darkest  hour  precedes  the  dawn 

Of  Immortality : 

The  hour  of  death,  the  leaving  life, 
^  The  unknown  mystery. 
So  oft,  through  all  our  human  life, 

Sad  night  precedes  the  morn. 
Look  we  beyond  dark  sorrow's  night 

We  see  the  day  new  born. 

The  darkest  hour  is  sent  to  wean 

The  heart  from  things  of  earth, 
Else  we  should  wish  to  live  for  aye 

Around  the  sweet  home  hearth. 
We  need  the  weaning  from  the  world, 

We  need  to  look  afar ; 
We  need  to  feel  there  is  a  HOME 

Beyond  the  evening  star. 

Then  let  all  sad  hearts  not  despond, 

Dawn  is  behind  the  night; 
And,  though  the  veil  ne'er  lifted  be 

On  earth,  the  morn  is  bright. 
The  darkest  hour  precedes  the  dawn — 

Dawn  of  a  brighter  day, 
The  bright,  seraphic,  joyful  morn 

Of  Immortality. 


176  SACRED 


Christ's  «llnsp*rs 


CHRIST  whispers  to  the  dying  child, 

With  me  this  day  thou'lt  be, 
And  with  thy  loving  mother  mild, 

In  Paradise  with  me  ; 
We  do  not  hear  the  whisper  low, 

Not  so  the  dying  child, 
O'er  his  sweet  face  the  raptures  flow  ; 

Then  he  looked  up  and  smiled. 

Christ  whispers  to  the  mother  true, 

Amongst  her  busy  throng ; 
We  do  not  hear  the  words  so  few, 

She  does,  her  faith  is  strong ; 
She  hears,  and  from  her  loved  one  goes, 

With  patient,  cheerful,  faith, 
Which  to  her  loving  Saviour  flows, 

Who  comforts  her  in  death. 

Christ  whispers  to  the  brave,  strong  one, 

The  foremost  in  the  fight, 
The  man  who  ever  will  and  can, 

Do  all  that's  good  and  right. 
We  do  not  hear  the  whisper  low, 

Not  so  the  brave,  strong  heart, 
He  hears  and  answers,  Is  it  so  ? 

Struck  down  by  death's  quick  dart. 

Christ  whispers  to  the  hardened  heart, 

For  thee  I  did  atone  ; 
I  offer  thee  the  better  part, 

Come  with  me  to  the  Throne, 
We  do  not  hear  the  whisper  sweet, 

Not  so  the  burdened  soul, 
He  cometh  to  his  dear  Lord's  feet, 

And  waits  to  be  made  whole. 

Christ  whispers  to  the  dying  saint, 

Who  winneth  victory ; 
Whose  soul  has  often  been  so  faint 

Thro'  all  life's  mystery ; 
He  lieth  now  at  death's  dark  door, 

He  hears  the  whispered  word, 
To-day  shall  thou  to  heaven  soar, 

And  serve  me,  Christ  the  Lord. 


SACRED  177 

<€bc  Golden 


There  was  an  old  saying  of  the  Incas  in  the  I$th  century,  in 
South  America, '  that  every  road  led  up  to  Cuzco,'  their  golden 
city. 

THERE  lies  far  away  a  city  of  gold, 
The  beautifnl  home  we  long  to  behold ; 
There  are  many  roads  to  that  city  rare, 
By  mountain,  or  forest,  or  seaside  fair. 
To  its  pearly  gates,  each  path  takes  'God's  own,' 
Where  there  is  no  sorrow  around  the  throne ; 
For  all  the  roads  lead  to  that  happy  fold, 
The  beautiful  city  of  pearl  and  gold. 

By  the  mountain  path  there  is  pain  and  strife, 
And  sorrows  and  dangers  throughout  the  life ; 
There  are  woes  to  vanquish  and  storms  to  meet, 
While  the  clouds  are  rolling  about  our  feet. 
There  are  rocks  above  and  the  misty  storm, 
But  the  path  leads  up  to  a  glorious  form, 
The  city  is  reached  o'er  the  mountains  bold — 
The  beautiful  city  of  pearl  and  gold. 

By  the  forest  glade  there  is  darkness  dense, 
No  light  by  the  way,  po  joy  to  the  sense ; 
The  pathway  is  dreary  and  lost  erewhile, 
No  hope  nor  gladness  to  shorten  the  mile. 
The  road  is  rough  to  the  pitiful  view, 
The  days  and  the  years  are  monotonous,  too  ; 
The  city  is  reached  through  the  forest  mould, 
The  beautiful  city  of  pearl  and  gold. 

By  the  seaside  way  there  is  lonely  gloom, 
'Mid  moan  of  the  waves  with  their  dirge  of  doom ; 
There  is  loneliness  great  near  the  beetling  shore, 
There  is  loneliness  seen  'mid  the  city's  uproar. 
There  is  loneliness  sore  in  many  a  heart, 
Although  they  have  chosen  the  '  better  part ; ' 
The  city  is  reached  by  the  seaside  cold, 
The  beautiful  city  of  pearl  and  gold. 

By  the  beautiful  road  with  its  fringe  of  flower, 
The  pathway  is  easy  'mid  sun  or  shower ; 
For  the  road  is  straight  with  scarcely  a  twist, 
And  the  way  is  shining  and  golden  kissed. 
Few  sorrows  or  troubles  arouse  the  fears — 
All  is  hope  and  joy  through  the  passing  years ; 
The  city  is  reached  through  the  pathway  rolled, 
The  beautiful  city  of  pearl  and  gold. 


178  SACRED 

In  youth  we  know  not  which  road  we  must  take, 
It  is  chosen  by  One  who  will  not  forsake ; 
He  knoweth  the  pathway  our  feet  must  tread 
Till  life  is  over,  and  we  'mongst  the  dead. 
But  all  roads  to  Him  ever  surely  lead 
God's  own  people  safe  in  truth  and  in  deed, 
Till  they  safely  reach  the  city  of  old, 
The  beautiful  city  of  pearl  and  gold. 


SACRED  179 


Cross 


CHEERFULLY  bear  thou  thy  cross, 

Child  of  Man ; 

Bear  it  with  a  lightsome  face, 
Bear  it  with  a  happy  grace, 
Till  thou  reach  the  glorious  place 

And  the  Son  of  Man. 

Humbly,  too,  bear  thou  thy  cross, 

Child  of  Man  ; 
Bear  it  with  a  chastened  air, 
Bear  it  with  a  meekness  rare, 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer, 

The  dear  Son  of  Man, 

Joyfully  bear  thou  thy  cross, 

Child  of  Man  ; 

Tho'  thine  eyes  with  tears  are  dim, 
Thou  canst  suffer  nought  like  Him, 
Whose  cup  was  filled  to  the  brim, 

Our  loved  Son  of  Man. 

Calmly,  too,  bear  thou  thy  cross, 

Child  of  Man ; 

Walk  with  patience  through  the  strife 
Of  tongues  which  oft  around  are  rife, 
Walk  with  Him,  the  Lord  of  life, 

Our  great  Son  of  Man, 


180  SACRED 


Cord,  £ead  Chou  CDe 


WHERE'ER  Thou  wilt,  dear  Lord, 

Where'er  Thou  wilt,  lead  me, 
E'en  through  a  desert  land, 

Let  me  still  follow  Thee ; 
E'en  through  the  wastes  of  life, 

Thy  shadow  o'er  me  fling ; 
Through  sad  and  dreary  ways, 

Let  my  heart  praise  and  sing. 

Where'er  Thou  wilt,  dear  Lord, 

Where'er  Thou  wilt,  lead  me  ; 
Through  agonies  of  weeping  woes, 

E'en  to  Gethsemane ; 
Through  trials,  dark  and  lone, 

If  Thy  dear  will  lead  on ; 
Till  bright  the  morning  shines, 

Till  sorrows  all  are  gone. 

Where'er  Thou  wilt,  dear  Lord, 

Where'er  Thou  wilt,  lead  me  ! 
E'en  to  the  cross  of  death, 

May  I  still  follow  Thee. 
Beyond  the  cross,  the  crown, 

Beyond  the  night,  the  day, 
Lead  me,  I  follow  on, 

Through  dark  or  lightsome  way. 


SACRED  181 


Courage 


FAINT  not,  heart  of  mine  ! 

This  word  will  endure ; 
And  if  we  believe  it, 

The  promise  is  sure. 
In  well-doing  tire  not, 

(The  Lord  will  sustain) 
To  reap  in  due  season, 

The  promise  to  gain. 

Faint  not,  heart  of  mine! 

Tho'  darkness  be  round, 
Have  faith  in  God's  promise, 

With  Jesus  be  found ; 
So  will  He  aye  keep  thee, 

From  sinking  in  gloom  ; 
This  promise  will  light  up 

Earth's  every  dark  room. 

Faint  not,  heart  of  mine  ! 

When  tempest  is  nigh, 
Fast  falleth  the  tear-drop, 

And  weary  the  sigh ; 
Tiiis  promise  shines  o'er  thee 

Behind  the  dark  cloud  ; 
Then  be  not  despairing, 

Nor  with  sorrow  bowed. 

Faint  not,  heart  of  mine  ! 

Tho'  sunset  is  near  ; 
The  mists  all  dispersing, 

The  evening  sets  clear. 
God's  promise  is  faithful, 

And  nought  will  avail 
To  hinder  fulfilment ; 

It  never  can  fail. 

Faint  not,  heart  of  mine  ! 

Comes  joy  and  cheer 
From  God's  gracious  presence, 

Relieving  each  fear. 
Tho'  dark  be  the  future, 

Tho'  blinding  the  storm, 
Light  breaks  as  we  near  it, 

The  heavenly  morn ! 


182  SACRED 


Beyond  the  Gates 


THE  mothers  are  watching  the  golden  gates 

For  the  children  coming  in ; 
And  some  are  early,  and  some  are  so  late 

From  the  land  of  guilt  and  sin. 

Ah !  mothers,  what  joy  and  gladness  to  meet 

The  children  loved  as  they  come ; 
To  welcome  each  one  to  their  sacred  seat 

In  the  great  eternal  Home  ! 

Will  there  never  be  then  a  tinge  of  grief 

For  many  an  absent  one  : 
Our  Father  knoweth,  He  will  send  relief 

Through  his  own  beloved  Son. 

Lord,  Thou  art  gracious!  is  all  we  can  say, 

We  ken  not  Thy  ways  on  high : 
We  know  Thou  dost  wipe  all  the  tears  away 

In  Thy  Home  above  the  sky. 

Whate'er  Thou  doest  is  well,  Thou  good  Lord, 

We  dare  not  question  Thy  grace ; 
We  know  there  is  joy  in  Thee,  the  adored, 

In  the  glory  of  Thy  face. 

Ah  !  mothers,  while  yet  on  this  earth  below, 

Pray  with  an  earnest  prayer, 
That  God's  true  peace  through  young  hearts  may  flow. 

Abiding  for  ever  there. 

Still  the  mothers  are  watching  the  golden  gates 

For  the  children  coming  Home  ; 
And  some  come  early,  and  some  are  so  late, 

Across  the  ether's  foam. 


SACRED  185 


Hs  a  ffiother  Coiufortetb 


As  babe,  who,  on  his  mother's  knee, 

Looks  up  into  her  face ; 
Is  comforted  from  all  his  woes 

By  her  sweet,  soothing  grace ; 
So,  look  I  up  to  Thee,  my  God, 

Encircled  by  Thine  arms, 
And  freed  from  all  my  cares  and  griefs 

And  all  my  sin's  alarms. 

When  daily  cares  around  me  close, 

I  look  to  Thee  for  grace ; 
To  help  me  ever  in  my  toil, 

To  guide  me  in  the  race ; 
To  keep  me  in  temptation's  hour 

I  ever  look  to  Thee, 
Oh,  throw  Thine  arms  around  me  close, 

Oh,  safely  keep  Thou  me. 

When  night  encircles  me  around, 

I  on  Thy  bosom  lie; 
And  gazing  on  Thy  wondrous  grace 

Am  not  afraid  to  die. 
I  look  to  Thee  for  all  Thy  needs, 

Am  I  not  Thine,  dear  Lord  ? 
'  Thou  art  my  Father  and  my  Friend,' 

My  Helper  and  my  God. 

Thou,  Father,  Mother,  Lord  and  God, 

To  me  ail,  day  by  day; 
I  am  Thy  child,  in  circling  arms, 

I  am  Thine  own  for  aye. 
Thou  keepest  me,  I  need  not  fear ; 

My  all  is  in  Thy  care ; 
All  that  I  have  is  Thine,  dear  Lord, 

And  Thou  art  everywhere. 


184  SACRED 


Che  future 


I  KNOW  not  what  of  good  or  ill, 

The  future  brings  to  me ; 
But  this  I  know,  God  will  fulfil 

His  promises  so  free ; 
And  so  I  keep  me  quiet  and  still, 

Through  all  the  storms  and  cares, 
That  may  assail,  with  harshest  ill, 

For  He  them  surely  bears. 

I  know  not  what  of  good  or  ill, 

The  future  brings  to  mine ; 
But  still,  I  keep  me  quite  and  still, 

Thou  promised,  they  are  Thine ; 
And  so,  a  song  is  in  my  heart, 

Tho'  wavering,  faint  and  weak, 
Heard  only  by  my  Lord  apart, 

For  He  His  folk  doth  seek. 

I  know  not  what  of  good  or  ill, 

Will  with  me  be  at  last ; 
But  this  I  know,  He  ever  will 

Keep  me,  as  in  the  past ; 
And  so,  I  trust  Him  for  His  grace, 

To  help  in  the  last  hour ; 
That  I  may  then  so  seek  His  face, 

And  evil  have  no  power. 

I  know  that  ill  will  all  be  o'er, 

For  ever,  from  my  view, 
When  I  shall  see  the  blessed  shore, 

And  all  its  glorious  hue  ; 
No  evil  then  shall  vex  the  soul, 

No  fitful,  sore  alarm ; 
But  safe  within  the  heavenly  goal, 

Free  from  all  sin  and  harm. 


SACRED  185 


Count  Your 


COUNT  all  your  mercies,  weary  heart, 

Count  all  your  mercies  o'er ; 
They  far  outnumber  all  your  cares, 

And  still  there's  more  in  store. 
The  daily  mercies  of  your  life, 

Through  many  changing  years, 
Are  they  not  round  us,  since  our  youth, 

To  save  us  many  tears. 

Count  all  your  mercies,  weary  soul, 

Count  all  your  mercies  o'er, 
'  Shall  not  the  Judge  of  earth  do  right  ?' 

Tho'  sometimes  sorrows  sore 
He  sends,  'mid  joys  to  touch  the  heart 

Some  woes  to  touch  the  soul ; 
Still  count  your  mercies  o'er  and  o'er 

As  ye  look  to  the  goal. 

Count  all  your  mercies  o'er  and  o'er, 

Some  grief  we  still  may  bear ; 
But,  oh  !  the  mercies  far  outshine 

The  hard  and  lurking  care. 
The  mercies  full  and  free  we  have 

Along  life's  changeful  way, 
We  scarcely  notice  their  great  worth 

As  they  come  day  by  day. 

Count  all  your  mercies,  weary  soul, 

Count  all  your  mercies  o'er, 
The  love  that  lightens  all  your  path, 

The  love  that  still  grows  more ; 
The  love  of  children  and  of  friends, 

The  blessed  love  of  youth, — 
Oh !  count  your  mercies  o'er  and  o'er 

In  very  deed  and  truth. 

Then,  count  your  mercies,  weary  heart, 

The  bounties  day  by  day; 
As  we  look  up  to  God  in  heaven, 

Who  helps  us  on  our  way ; 
Who  oft  has  sorrow  turned  to  joy, 

Who  has  surprised  our  fears 
With  bounties  rich  and  merciful 

Throughout  the  passing  years. 


186  SACRED 


Communion  Seasons 


I  SIT  to-day  at  the  sacred  feast ; 

I  watched  long  years  ago  ; 
When  my  father  passed  the  Bread  and  Wine, 

In  the  land  of  mist  and  snow ; 
And  through  the  dimness  of  long  past  years, 

A  company  great  i  see ; 
And  I  hear  the  words  '  Until  He  come,' 

From  the  preacher  stern  and  free. 
And  we  waited  then,  as  we  wait  now, 

Emmanuel,  Lord,  for  Thee. 

Again  I  turn  to  memory's  page, 

A  grand  old  church  I  see ; 
Brothers  and  sisters  are  with  me  there, 

But  the  father,  where  is  he  ? 
I  hear  come  up  through  the  pillared  aisle, 

'  Old  Hundred's '  lofty  strains ; 
And  '  'Twas  on  that  night,'  with  wailing  notes, 

Telling  our  Saviour's  pains. 
And  we  waited  then,  as  we  wait  now, 

Emmanuel,  Lord,  for  Thee. 

Once  more  I  sit  at  the  sacred  feast, 

And  bow  my  knee  in  prayer ; 
My  heart  keeps  time  to  the  same  old  tunes, 

In  Victoria  bright  and  fair. 
I  know  the  Lord  who  had  cared  for  me, 

And  brought  me  o'er  the  troubled  tide, 
Will  keep  me  safe  in  my  father's  ways, 

In  that  country  great  and  wide. 
And  we  waited  then,  as  we  wait  now, 

Emmanuel,  Lord,  for  Thee. 

Yet,  once  again,  in  another  land, 

My  children  are  round  -ne  now ; 
I  praise  the  Lord  and  sit  at  the  feast, 

And  '  will  pay  to  Him  my  vow.' 
For  goodness  and  mercy  through  the  years 

Of  my  life  hath  followed  me ; 
Since  I  sat  and  watched  the  company  great, 

In  the  old  church  o'er  the  sea. 
And  we  wait  now,  as  we  waited  then, 

Emmanuel,  Lord,  for  Thee. 


SACRED  187 

Step  of  the 

(A  Song  for  the  New  Year.) 


EVERY  step  of  the  way,  our  Lord, 

Every  step  of  the  way ; 
Thou  art  to  us  a  Shield  and  Guide, 
Thou  hast  been  ever  by  our  side, 
Through  all  the  years  that  past  us  glide ; 

Every  step  of  the  way. 

Every  step  of  the  way,  our  Lord, 

Every  step  of  the  way; 
Since  we  knelt  at  a  mother's  knee. 
Lifting  our  glad  young  hearts  to  Thee, 
In  days  of  happy  infancy ; 

Every  step  of  the  way. 

Every  step  of  the  way,  our  Lord, 

Every  step  of  the  way ; 
Through  all  the  stormy  years  of  youth, 
Thou  hast  us  kept,  in  deed  and  truth, 
Away  from  sorrow,  grief  and  ruth ; 

Every  step  of  the  way. 

Every  step  of  the  way,  our  Lord, 

Every  step  of  the  way ; 
Facing  the  care,  the  storm,  the  strife, 
On  through  the  years  of  middle  life, 
When  all  around  us  sin  was  rife ; 

Every  step  of  the  way. 

Every  step  of  the  way,  our  Lord, 

Every  step  of  the  way ; 
When  torn  with  grief,  and  woe,  and  pain, 
Our  tears  how  oft  didst  Thou  restrain 
With  '  Come  to  Me,'  the  sweet  refrain ; 

Every  step  of  the  way. 

Every  step  of  the  way,  our  Lord, 

Every  step  of  the  way ; 
Oh !  lead  us  by  Thy  glorious  grace, 
Till  we  shall  see  Thy  gracious  face, 
In  the  eternal,  heavenly  place ; 

Every  step  of  the  way. 
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Comfort  in  Sorrow 


COME  ye  to  the  sea ;  is  there  comfort  there 
With  its  sounding  breakers,  glistening  fair  ? 
Is  there  help  for  thee  in  its  noise  or  calm  ? 
Is  there  rest  for  thee,  or  a  holy  balm  ? 
No  quiet  is  there  in  its  dark  blue  waves, 
No  comfort  for  thee  by  its  lonesome  caves : 
Far  else  must  thou  turn,  oh  sorrowful  man — 
To  the  Lord  above  who  has  led  the  van ! 

Turn  ye  to  the  hills ;  is  there  comfort  there 
As  they  raise  their  heads  in  the  crystal  air  ? 
They  are  still  and  cold,  in  their  grandeur  great, 
No  help  for  thee  in  thy  sorrowful  state. 
Poor  children  of  men,  no  peace  is  for  thee 
In  the  mountain's  glorious  majesty ; 
Come,  then,  to  the  Lord,  our  redemption  King, 
Oh  !  turn  ye  to  Him  who  do  comfort  bring. 

Come  ye  to  the  stars ;  is  there  comfort  there  ? 
The  cold,  sparkling  stars  in  the  ether  rare  ; 
Bring  they  peace  to  thee  as  they  sail  the  sky  ? 
As  they  look  on  thee,  do  they  hear  thy  cry  ? 
Do  they  bring  even  rest  or  help  to  thee  ? 
Do  they  see  the  great  world's  misery  ? 
No  comfort,  no  peace,  do  the  bright  stars  bring; 
Oh  !  turn  then  to  Christ,  our  redemption  King. 

Come  ye  and  see  all  the  beauties  of  earth — 
The  lovely  flowers  in  their  daily  birth ; 
Ye  may  look  to  them  as  the  years  go  by, 
Ye  will  look  in  vain  with  a  tear  or  sigh. 
In  all  nature's  realm  peace  cannot  be  found, 
Nor  comfort,  nor  help,  in  the  great  world  round. 
Come,  then,  to  the  Lord,  our  redemption  King ; 
Oh !  turn  ye  to  Him  who  doth  comfort  bring. 

In  nature  we  see  the  Creator's  hand, 
We  hear  His  voice  in  the  silvery  strand  ; 
The  sea  and  the  thunder  His  greatness  proclaim, 
On  rocks  and  mountains  is  written  His  name. 
Yet  nature  reveals  not  the  '  crucified  One  ' 
Who  has  died  for  us,  that  we  might  be  won. 
Then  come  to  the  Lord,  our  redemption  King, 
Oh  !  turn  ye  to  Him  who  will  comfort  bring. 
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Che  Cwo  Shepherds 

'  Where  is  thy  flock  ?' 


'  WHERE  is  thy  flock  ?  oh,  where  are  they  now- 

The  beautiful  flock  given  thee  ? 
Are  they  here  with  thee  to  praise  and  bow  ? 

Hast  thou  brought  them  safe  to  Me  ?' 
But  the  shepherd  bowed  his  head  and  wept, 

'  I  know  not  where  they  have  gone ; 
While  I  thought  they  all  were  safe  I  slept, 

And  so  they  have  wandered  on.' 

The  careless  shepherd  then  bowed  his  head 

In  that  great  Assembly  wide, 
While  sentence  of  death  was  o'er  him  read 

With  silence  on  every  side  : 
'  Depart  from  Me,  ye  careless !  away 

Into  the  deep,  dark  gloom  ! 
Thou  hast  left  My  sheep  to  go  astray ; 

Now  cometh  thine  awful  doom !' 

'  Where  is  Thy  flock  ?  oh,  where  are  they  now— 

The  beautiful  flock  given  thee  ? 
Are  they  here  with  thee  to  praise  and  bow  ? 

Hast  thou  brought  them  safe  to  Me  ?' 
The  shepherd  lifted  his  head  with  joy, 

'  They  are  all  before  Thee  here — 
In  beautiful  white,  v/ithout  alloy, 

Thy  gracious  voice  to  hear.' 

The  careful  shepherd  stood  by  his  Lord, 

To  count  his  sheep  brought  in, 
While  Seraphim  sang,  with  sweet  accord, 

'  They  are  ever  safe  from  sin.' 
Now  the  welcome  rings  through  all  the  sky, 

'  Oh,  come,  blessed  servant,  brave  ! 
Thou  hast  brought  My  sheep  to  Me  on  high — 

All  those  whom  I  died  to  save.' 

But  some  the  careful  shepherd  had  lost 

From  out  the  happy  fold  ; 
They  had  gone  from  guarded  fields  and  cross'd 

Far  into  the  dreary  cold  ; 
The  Lord  will  not  chide  His  servant  blest, 

Who  had  watched  by  day  and  night  ; 
He  will  bring  Him  into  His  glorious  rest, 

And  to  His  mansions  bright. 


190  SACRED 


Che  Circling 


WE  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  all  the  circling  year, 
For  all  the  good  and  ill  sent  to  us  here ; 
For  all  the  days  of  joy,  the  nights  of  calm ; 
Oh !  may  it  rise  to  Thee,  our  grateful  psalm. 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  discipline  of  care, 
For  all  the  trials  we  must  daily  bear  ; 
We  bring  our  burdens  to  Thy  heavenly  throne, 
And  leave  them  all  with  Thee — with  Thee  alone. 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  discipline  of  joy; 
We  bow  to  Thee,  and  humble  praise  employ ; 
With  grateful  hearts  Thy  gracious  name  we  bless, 
And  carry  our  full  cup  with  thankfulness. 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  discipline  of  pain, 
It  turns  our  thoughts  once  more  to  Thee  again ; 
Past  it  we  see  the  calm,  untroubled  sea — 
The  peace,  the  quiet  of  eternity. 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  discipline  of  peace, 
When  for  a  season  our  sad  sorrows  cease ; 
We  lay  our  heads  on  Thy  most  gracious  breast, 
And  see  before  us  the  eternal  rest. 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  all  the  joys  of  home ; 
The  sweet,  domestic  bliss,  where'er  we  roam; 
The  love  of  parents,  and  of  children  dear, 
That  still  surrounds  us  through  the  circling  year. 

Oh  !  come  to  us,  through  all  the  coming  year, 
In  joy  or  woe,  be  ever  with  us  near ; 
AValk  with  us  all,  through  coming  weeks  and  days, 
Till  in  the  life  above  we  sing  Thy  praise. 
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CMs  Day  of  Grace— H  (Doming 

GOD  gives  this  day  of  grace, 

To  live  for  Him  alone ; 
To  look  to  Him,  and  see  His  face, 

And  trust  Christ  to  atone. 

lie  gives  this  day  of  grace, 
To  speak  a  thoughtful  word  ; 

Others  to  lead,  unto  His  face, 
To  choose  Him,  Christ  their  Lord. 

He  gives  this  day  of  grace, 
To  conquer  Satan's  wiles  ; 

With  courage,  the  great  foe  to  face, 
For  Christ,  He  reconciles. 

He  gives  this  day  of  grace, 
That  we  with  thankfulness, 

Whate'er  distress  may  be  our  case, 
His  holy  name  will  bless. 

He  gives  this  day  of  grace, 
That  we  may  Him  adore ; 

So  shall  we  stand  before  His  face 
And  serve  Him  evermore. 


192  SACRED 


{Dor*  in  F)ea\>tn 


THERE  are  more  in  Heaven,  than  here,  my  child ! 

There  are  more  in  Heaven  than  here ; 
Of  those  we  loved,  in  the  days  of  old ; 
Who  grew  to  youth,  in  the  same  dear  fold  ; 
Whose  faces  we,  here,  shall  ne'er  behold ; 

There  are  more  in  Heaven  than  here ! 

There  are  more  in  Heaven,  than  here,  my  child ! 

There  are  more  in  Heaven  than  here : 
Of  those  who  ran  by  the  pebbly  shore, 
Or  played  with  us  on  the  oaken  floor ; 
And  wept  with  us,  when  our  hearts  were  sore  ; 

There  are  more  in  Heaven  than  here  ! 

There  are  more  in  Heaven,  than  here,  my  child ! 

There  are  more  in  Heaven  than  here ; 
Of  those  who  sat  in  the  same  old  school, 
Of  fun  and  play  they  were  ever  full ; 
And  learned  their  lessons,  by  rote  and  rule ; 

There  are  more  in  Heaven  than  here  ! 

There  are  more  in  Heaven,  than  here,  my  child  ! 

There  are  more  in  Heaven  than  here  ; 
Of  those  who  went  forth,  in  youthful  pride, 
To  conquer  the  world,  be  it  so  wide  ; 
Alas !  they  lay  down,  at  even-tide. 

There  are  more  in  Heaven  than  here ! 

There  are  more  in  Heaven,  than  here,  my  child ! 

There  are  more  in  Heaven  than  here ; 
Still  oft  they  are  falling  by  the  way  : 
Oh  !  many  of  those,  our  pride  and  stay ; 
In  whom  was  our  comfort,  day  by  day ; 

There  are  more  in  Heaven  than  here  ! 

There  are  more  in  Heaven,  than  here,  my  child  ! 

There  are  more  in  Heaven  than  here ; 
The  bright,  the  good,  who  our  lives  have  crossed ; 
The  loving  and  loved,  that  earth  hath  lost, 
No  more  by  trouble  and  sorrow  tossed ; 

There  are  more  in  Heaven  than  here ! 
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IN  this  far  Southern  land,  great  Empress  Queen, 

From  years  long  past,  a  memory  comes  to  me, 
Of  youth's  bright  time,  when  all  was  clothed  in  sheen. 

A  fleet  I  see,  in  stately  majesty. 
It  is  a  day  of  shimmering  sun  and  seas  ; 

Of  misty  hills,  with  castles  lone  and  far ; 
Of  sailing  vessels,  spreading  to  the  breeze, 

Their  snowy  sails,  for  stranger  lands  afar. 
I  hear  the  whisper  of  the  coming  tide, 

Flowing  around  thy  rocky  crags,  oh  Clyde ! 

Then  I,  a  child,  amongst  the  autumn  grass, 

Played  with  the  cuckoo  buds  and  bells  of  blue, 
Watching  the  white-robed  vessels  as  they  pass ; 

And  Cumbrae's  sands  with  sweet  wild  roses  strew. 
I  look  across  the  bright  and  glassy  sea, 

And  wonder  if  the  heaven  of  which  I  hear, 
The  land  to  me  of  wondrous  mystery, 

The  land  where  is  no  pain,  nor  raineth  e'er  a  tear ! 
If  right  beyond  these  hills  that  fair  land  lies, 

Beside  the  glory  of  the  sunlit  skies. 

Such  was  the  day — a  glowing  peaceful  day, 

That  the  news  came  from  her  great  English  home : 
A  Queen  comes  to  these  shores,  to  Rothesay  Bay ! 

O'er  Scotia's  hills  and  dales  and  moors  to  roam. 
All,  young  and  old,  climb  heath-clad  hills  to  see 

The  ship  sail  slowly  by  that  brings  a  Queen. 
The  father  climbs,  with  children  at  his  knee, 

And  all  the  land  lies  bathed  in  glorious  sheen. 
All  hearts  are  filled  with  loyal  ecstacy 

As  the  fair  galaxy  of  ships  go  by. 

All  hearts  are  thrilled.    A  fair  young  Queen  is  there ! 

There  gazing  on  the  cloud-capped  Arran  hills ; 
There  with  her  noble  husband,  brave  and  fair, 

Her  young  fresh  heart  with  love  of  Scotland  thrills  ; 
Which,  through  all  years  of  loneliness  and  grief, 

And  through  the  years  of  pure  and  holy  joy, 
Has  been  to  her  a  solace  and  relief, 

Of  keenest  pleasures,  with  no  sad  alloy. 
A  young  Queen  then,  rich  in  the  love  of  friends, 

And  all  the  bounty  which  our  Father  sends. 
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Ah,  Sovereign  Lady  !  years  have  passed  since  then ; 

And  sorrows  dark  have  oft-times  crossed  thy  path 
Bright  joys,  also,  have  been  within  thy  ken, 

In  thy  sweet  home,  in  the  far  Highland  strath. 
A  young  Queen  then,  rich  in  thy  husband's  love  ; 

And  treasured  fondly  with  a  mother's  care. 
Albert  the  Good  and  True,  now  safe  above ; 

With  thy  loved  mother  waits  thy  coming  there. 
Ah,  revered  Queen  !  a  land  looms  on  thy  view — 

A  fair  sweet  land  of  rest  unto  thy  soul. 
There  thou  wilt  meet  thy  loving  children,  too ; 

With  Christ  of  all  our  happiness  the  goal ; 
Where  Crowns  ne'er  lose  their  everlasting  gleam, 

And  love  eternal  waits— not  earth's  vain  dream. 
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Received  on  the  occasion  of  the  King's  recovery 
from  his  severe  illness. 


'  The  Private  Secretary  is  commanded  to  acknowledge 
the  receipt  of  Mrs.  Scott's  letter,  addressed  to  the 
King,  and  in  reply  to  thank  her  for  the  same, 
and  for  the  verses  enclosed  in  it. 

BUCKINGHAM  PALACE, 

24th  August,  I9O2.' 
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H  nation's 


A  NATION  on  its  knees,  to  Thee,  O  God, 

That  Thou  would'st  save  the  King,  under  Thy  rod ; 

From  palace  and  from  cot  true  prayers  rise, 

To  Thee,  great  King  of  Kings,  above  the  skies. 

An  Empire  on  its  knees,  from  India's  sand, 
Prayers  upward  ascend,  to  stay  Thy  Hand  ; 
To  save  a  royal  life  for  usefulness, 
That  through  the  coming  years  may  peoples  bless. 

From  Austral's  sunny  shores  our  prayers  ascend  ; 
We  plead  for  Him,  our  King,  on  knees  we  bend  ; 
We  plead  for  spared  life,  for  help  to  bear 
The  sorrows  of  the  world,  in  which  all  share. 

From  Canada's  great  snows  petitions  rise, 
Like  incense  still  ascending  to  the  skies; 
For  him,  our  Kins;  and  Lord,  Thy  servant  still, 
That  his  life  may  be  spared  to  do  Thy  will. 

From  Afric's  stormy  veldts  ascend  the  prayer, 
Oh !  spare  our  gracious  King,  now  peace  is  there ; 
Sustain  and  comfort  Him,  thro'  troubles  sore, 
Raise  him,  an  Empire  prays,  to  rule  once  more. 

Thy  will  be  done  on  earth,  be  aye  our  prayer, 
As  in  the  heaven  above,  so  still  and  fair ; 
Thy  will  be  done  on  earth,  may  we  with  praise, 
Say  thro'  the  changing  scenes  of  passing  days. 
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Royal  Hcknowledgment 


Received  on  the  death  of    King   Edward  the 
Seventh. 

'BUCKINGHAM    PALACE, 

June  3Otli,  I9IO. 

DEAR  MADAM, 

I  am  commanded  by  Queen  Alexandra  to  thank 
you  for  the  beautiful  poem,  and  for  your 
very  kind  sympathy  with  her  in  her  terrible 
sorrow  and  bereavement. 

Believe  me, 

Yours  faithfully, 

CHARLOTTE  KNOLLYS.' 
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Jn  fllemoriarn— Gdward  VII. 


WEEP  for  the  dead,  the  King  of  high  estate, 
Fallen  so  suddenly,  in  death's  strong  grasp ; 

Weep  for  him  all,  o'er  many  nations  great, 
The  King,  whose  hands  the  nations  wide  did  clasp. 

Weep  sore,  ye  North,  for  he  was  child  of  thine, 
And  all  the  virtues  of  the  North  were  his ; 

Weep  sore,  ye  South,  and  dim  may  your  sun  shine, 
For  all  the  world's  great  sorrow,  such  as  this. 

Beneath  the  mighty  shrine  he  loved  the  best, 
Beloved  by  his  great  people,  till  the  morn, 

May  he  be  laid  in  long  and  hallowed  rest, 
Till  the  great  day  appears,  and  earth  new  born. 

Men's  hearts  are  failing  when  they  hear  the  sound 
That  great  King  Edward  lieth  in  the  dust ; 

And  hearts  in  woe  and  sorrow  are  close  bound 
To  think  that  Death  the  Palace  enter  must. 

Great  King  before  a  greater  hath  appeared, 
Where  all  the  world  must  stand  in  awe  at  last  ; 

God  grant  thro'  sorrow  lives  of  men  be  steered, 
Thro'  sin  and  woe,  till  heaven  appears  at  last. 

Weep  for  the  dead ;  bemoan  him,  all  ye  lands 
Who  honoured  him  in  life,  bemoan  his  end ; 

Bow  low  to  the  great  King  of  Kings,  Whose  hand 
Hath  sent  the  stroke  ;  in  awe  and  reverence  bend. 
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